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i : TH E CAMP 


<fj>VE kissed me in a strange, untruthful hour, 
All for a smiling lip and shining eye; 

. Not knowing that my thoughts were far from her, 
Set on a wonder in the years gone by. 

It was the vision of a mighty rock 

That faced the East, across Long Island Sound; 
From which a hundred tongues of water burst, 
And sang me into slumber on the ground. 
And how I, waking in the night-time, saw 
A large, white butterfly of moonlight clinging 
To that rock’s forehead, while each silver tongue 
Shook faster than a lamb’s tail, in its singing. 


I t has been suggested that I should write a book 
dealing with my life since I published my Auto- 
biography of a Super-tramp. After some considera- 
tion I have decided that I have enough good 
material to work on ; and that the book can be writ- 
ten without the least suspicion that I am trying to 
make common ditchwater sing like a pure spring. 
Let us not judge life by its number of breaths, 
but by the number of times that breath is held, ; 
or lost, either under a deep emotion caused 
by love, or when we stand before an object of 
interest or beauty. 

It 
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So, seeing that my life has been just as wonderful 
since I became known as an author as it was be- 
fore, I will now make an attempt to impart some 
of that wonder to others. I will, therefore, go back 
to my early life in America, in case this book 
should fall into the hands of readers who know 
nothing of my past. It will also serve as a strange 
contrast, by introducing some of the immortals of 
vagrancy to the immortals of Literature and Art 
whom I have met in my later days. 

Whoever walks the railroad in America will see, 
when he reaches the first wood outside a town or 
city, a small, well-beaten track. If the traveller is 
curious to know more, he will step off the railroad 
and pass under the trees. He will not go far into 
the wood before he comes to a fresh-water spring, 
at its very source; where it is seen as a large eye 
with tears running down the face of a dark rock - 
tears that come together again and make a small 
rivulet. After doing this, he will see a curious 
assortment of tin cans, in which men have made 
coffee. He will then know that he is in a beggars’ 
camp. If he knows anything about beggars and 
the way they live, he will see by the position of the 
cans what kind of men were there last. If they 
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were true travellers and professional beggars, the 
cans will be turned upside down, so that the dew 
or rain shall not get inside and rust them. For in 
his consideration for others, the true traveller is a 
gentleman. But if the cans are thrown about in 
every direction, lying on their sides, or with their 
mouths open to the upper air — if this is the case, 
it can be said with certainty that the camp was 
lately occupied by ‘gay cats’; men who are only 
beggars occasionally, and not gentlemen. 

One morning, in a wood on the outskirts of 
Baltimore, there was a notable gathering of pro- 
fessional beggars - Detroit Fatty, Saginaw Slim 
and Harlem Baldy were there, and others whose 
names were known through every state in the 
Union. Their names were carved on the water- 
tanks of their native country and on the trees 
where they had camped. It was another meet- 
ing of kings, and the wood was another Field 
of the Cloth of Gold. 

At twelve o’clock, when the hooters were heard 
in the distance, to tell the business world to rest 
awhile for dinner, all these beggars looked at 
each other with meaning in their eyes, to show 
that it was dinner-time, and that the fact had not 
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escaped them. But these noble fellows, with the 
kind consideration of true travellers, were all of 
one accord in this -that business people, who 
had to work for a living, should not be begged 
until they had a chance to swallow a mouthful 
or two of their own dinner. For that reason it 
was ten minutes or more before these fine fellows 
left their camp and marched towards the city; 
and it was probably half an hour before they 
parted and scattered themselves into the various 
streets. 

At three o’clock they had all returned to the 
camp, one after the other. They had all had hot 
meals, and were now to be seen taking various 
cold foods out of their pockets, for later meals, 
when they would make hot coffee. Their work 
was now done for the day, for it was summer-time, 
and the nights for sleeping out in the open air. 
Had it been winter, they would have worked a 
little harder and longer, being forced to beg the 
price of a bed in a lodging-house. 

But these beggars had scarcely settled down for 
more than twenty minutes when it became ob- 
vious to them all that Detroit Fatty was not only 
unusually quiet, but was also in some strange 
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distress. He was seen to bite his lip and to pass 
a hand over his forehead, and to glare defiantly 
at his companions. At last he could contain him- 
self no longer and, turning to Harlem Baldy, 
shouted in a savage voice - ‘What do you think 
of me?’ 

‘What I think of you,’ answered Baldy, with un- 
concern, ‘is this : you are as fine a beggar as ever 
broke bread or breathed the breath of life. But 
I do not say this to flatter you. Allow me to say 
that, at the present time, you are playing the 
fool; and I would rather a man had nits in his 
head than foolish thoughts.’ 

But when Saginaw Slim spoke to Fatty in a 
more kindly voice, the poor fellow sat down on 
a fallen tree and rocked his head between his 
two hands. 

Fatty’s mysterious conduct soon affected the 
nerves of his companions, and it was not long 
before two or three voices demanded, as a right, 
to know what the trouble was. 

‘Boys,’ began Fatty, rising to his feet and still 
speaking in a savage voice - ‘Boys, what do you 
think of that?’ 

With these words he suddenly released his hands 
15 
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from his coat-pocket and threw a small bar of soap 
into the centre of the camp. 

^‘Boys,’ continued Fatty, in a broken voice - 
Boys, I am no longer fit for your company, for 
I have now become a common thief. When I was 
leaving a certain house, I saw this small piece of 
soap on the window-sill and, forgetting that I was 
a well-known beggar, and not a petty thief - I 
stole it. Can you keep the secret, boys? Let my 
guilt not be seen in the eyes of my fellow-trav- 
ellers, when I enter into strange camps. In steal- 
ing this bar of soap I have proved myself an un- 
successful beggar and false to my profession, 
and I have certainly won no glory as a thief. I, 
who could beg half a ton of soap in a day, to be 

guilty of stealing this!’ 

With these words the poor fellow kicked the bar 

of soap into the woods and then rushed out of 
the camp. ’ / 

When Detroit Fatty had gone, there was much 
talk as to how so great a beggar could demean 
himself by stealing a common bar of soap. In 
the end, Harlem Baldy expressed it in these 
words - It was done, believe me, in a temporary 
fit of insanity. r J 


THE CAMP 

I have often wondered what became of Detroit 
Fatty after his disgrace. Would he be able to 
keep the secret to himself; or would he not, as 
soon as he had tasted strong drink, stop the first 
man or woman that came along, and, like the 
Ancient Mariner with his glittering eye, begin 
to tell his story? Would he cry out like a leper, 
when he passed an old friend - ‘Do not touch me 
or speak, for I am not fit to be called a beggar. I 
am no more than a common thief.’ 

If Harlem Baldy is not right, when he said that 
Detroit Fatty stole in a temporary fit of insanity, 
what is the truth then? What strange fancy pos- 
sessed his mind - the mind of a great and famous 
beggar — to make him steal a small bar of soap ; a 
man who could have begged half a ton of soap 
in a day! 

These are the scenes of my early days, when a 
literary life was only a dream that I saw no pros- 
pect of realizing. It was the days when I buried 
a shirt orf the banks of the Mississippi. In that 
same year, on a midsummer’s day, I buried a 
pair of boots near Cumberland, in the Alle- 
ghany Mountains; and then, before the leaves 
began to fall, I buried a coat under the 
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rocks near Narragansett, on Long Island Sound. 

When Posterity has confirmed this immortality 
which contemporary critics have conferred on 
me, I hope the British Government or private 
admirers of my work will fit out an expedition 
to go in search of those treasures and bring them 
back to my native land. 

I will say no more than this at the present time, 
for we all know how eager and energetic the 
Americans are in matters of this kind ; and it 
must be remembered that these belongings of 
an English poet are all buried in American soil. 
But when I make my last will and testament, 
in a few years from now, I will also make a few 
charts to enable my countrymen to find the 
exact places. 

These treasures were all buried in my early 
days, when I was tramping in the United States 
of America. The shirt was given to me by an 
honest, respectable woman, but it was too heavy 
for that time of the year; and for that reason I 
buried it safely in the earth, in case I should 
pass that way again and need it. Tramps in 
America often do this, and they never forget 
where their goods are buried, no more than dogs 
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forget where they have buried bones, or squirrels 
forget where they have buried their nuts. 

But with regard to the shirt, I would like to 
give one word of warning, which might save 
valuable time, expense and trouble. The Missis- 
sippi is known to be a very erratic river, that is 
continually changing its course, and by this time 
the shirt has probably shifted. I don’t say that 
the shirt has turned into a shift, which as a joke 
would be feeble indeed, but that it has moved 
away from its first burial-place. That being the 
case, my shirt is likely at any time to be found 
nearer home, hanging, perhaps, on one of our 
own beloved cliffs of Albion. 

I am reminded again of thirty years ago when, 
still in America, I carried a most deadly punch 
everywhere I went — the very sight of me tamed 
everything except the wild landscape. Every- 
body knew, by the way I looked, and the way 
I walked, that I carried a punch that was to be 
feared and respected, and my rebuke would be 
dangerous indeed. When I went down the Iron 
Mountain Road into Tennessee, all the young 
buck negroes touched their caps and greeted me 
respectfully with - ‘Good morning, Captain.’ And 
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the older negroes, being more servile, because 
they were freed slaves, made a reverent movement, 
as they half whispered - ‘Good morning, Colo- 
nel.’ One old negro, who, judging by his white 
hair and wrinkled skin, must have been a hundred 
years old, almost fell to the ground when he 
said — ‘Good morning, General.’ They all knew 
by my steady eyes, my lifted head and firm step, 
that I carried a deadly punch. The fact of the 
matter is this, I carried more than one punch - 
I carried six, and they were all deadly. I carried 
in my side-pocket the lives of six men — a revolver 
loaded in every chamber. The knowledge of hav- 
ing in my possession these six deadly punches 
gave me such a bold, proud look that no doubt 
every one suspected me of having them ready 
for instant use. 

This went on for about three months, until I 
reached New Orleans; and it was on the out- 
skirts of that old city that I not only lost my six 
punches, but almost lost my life as well. I was 
suddenly, without the least warning, attacked by 
several men. One of them struck me such a 
/heavy blow on the side of the head that I heard 
birds singing in my ears immediately. Other 
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blows followed in quick succession, and I was 
left there, to live or die. When I recovered my 
senses, my left eye was closed fast, and the other 
had a little light, about the size of a canary seed, 
to guide me on my way. I was so weak that the 
blood I lost would have probably made sufficient 
black-pudding to feed a small family. But what 
annoyed me most of all was the loss of my six 
deadly punches, which they had taken from me. 
However, I was soon asking myself this question - 
* Why carry a punch, when other people will not 
give you either time or chance to use it?’ 

Strange to say, although I can still see the 
broken bridge of my nose, and a heavy, dark 
rim under my left eye, the result of those distant 
days when I carried a deadly punch, yet, for 
all that, my sight is not affected in the least. 
Although I wear glasses for reading, they are 
not absolutely necessary, for I often read my 
paper and forget to use my glasses. In fact, 
unless a man showed me a map of London drawn 
on the back of a stuffed flea, and wished me to 
notice particularly a sparrow on the dome of 
St. Paul’s - if it were not for uncommon cases of 


this kind I would need no glasses at all. 
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It will be seen from the above remarks that 
what knowledge I have comes from real life and 
my own personal experience. What surprises me 
as much as anything else in life is that the more 
we read books and talk, the farther we get away 
from the truth. So, when a young lady proposes 
a journey by caravan through England, and 
suggests the romantic employment of a one-eyed 
driver, I, with my greater knowledge of real 
things, can say — ‘No, no, no : a man with one eye 
can see too much.’ 

Again, when I read of a prizefighter who has 
a punch, I ask with surprise - ‘What right has 
any man to step into the ring and call himself a 
prizefighter, if he has no punch? ’ A prizefighter 
without a punch is no more than cabbage with- 
out boiled beef, or a dish of beans without 
pork. 

Time after time I am astonished at the mistakes 
men make who call themselves specialists. Why 
does the sporting man, in search for men to 
train into champion fighters, be so particular 
that they should be six feet or more in height, 
have straight bodies and straight eyes? Nobby 
George, with whom I crossed the Atlantic with 
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four hundred head of cattle, and who was no more 
than five feet nine inches - Nobby George would 
have made skittles of those fine-looking giants. 
Why? Because he was not only awkward and 
ungainly, but was also left-handed. In addition 
to these advantages, Nobby George was cross- 
eyed. Where is the scientific fighter who can 
stand up before a left-handed man who is also 
cross-eyed? If you cannot catch his eye, how 
can you forestall his movements? Every side- 
step we make, to catch his eye, is only wasted 
breath. He appears to be looking elsewhere, 
and yet we know he is closely watching us all 
the time. 

I knew Nobby George for a long time indeed, 
and only once have I seen anyone taking a liberty 
with him. It was when a youngster cattleman, 
who had a, saucy tongue and smoked excessively, 
pointed at Nobby George and taunted him with 
these words: 

‘Georgie, Porgie, Pudding and Pie, 

Kissed the girls and made them cry.’ 

Ten minutes after uttering these words, the 
youngster was struck by a bale of hay, which 
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was being hoisted from the hold, and had to 
be attended to by the ship’s doctor. Before the 
day was out, it was known all over the ship that 
a woman had been masquerading as a man, and 
would be detained in special quarters for the 
rest of the voyage. 

These have been my experiences in the past, but 
when I come to write of my career as an author, 
I find that my struggles have not been very 
severe. I have not worn out the knees of many 
pairs of trousers in my attempt to climb Parnas- 
sus. It is not for me to say whether I have secured 
a small place on its many slopes — I will leave 
that to others. Sometimes I imagine myself ex- 
changing winks with .Posterity, who will be the 
final judge in this matter; but it is a very mys- 
terious wink, and I cannot be altogether certain 
whether it is in my favour or not. One of my 
first admirers, dating back to 1906, still writes 
about me in this way - ‘At one stride he reached 
the very front rank of living poets.’ 

Whenever I read this, in an unsigned article, 
and I have read it a good many times, I say to 
myself- ‘There’s my friend again, and still at 
the old game.’ 
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However, in spite of reaching the front rank of 
living poets at one stride, I cannot say that it 
has brought me much worldly prosperity. In 
literature and art, as in other walks of life, this 
world seems to take a delight in stuffing fat 
pigs. But I have done the work that I have 
loved, and have had my reward in happiness. 
If I had said as many prayers as I have written 
poems, I would have probably been the Pope 
of Rome to-day, or at least a Bishop or Cardinal. 

★ 

In my next chapter I will deal with my experi- 
ence with literary men. My first book caused 
a little sensation, as much from the strangeness 
of my life as from any merit it might have. 
But Edward Thomas, who gave me a fine boom 
in several influential papers, knew that a poet 
could not live by poetry alone, and became a 
practical friend, finding me a small cottage in the 
Weald of Kent, where I was able to live on my 
small income of eight shillings a week, owing 
to my rent, coal and light being paid mysteriously 
by Thomas and his friends. Unfortunately, my 
second book of poems was something of a failure, 
because of my foolish haste to publish again, 
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as is usual with new authors. So that I felt con- 
siderably disappointed when Edward Thomas 
began to tell me how so many authors sing 
themselves out in their first book, and then have 
no more to say. But when my second book was 
followed by Nature Poems , and my Autobiography, 
Thomas was then delighted to find that he had 
made a mistake. 

The first poet I ever met was, I believe, Walter 
De la Mare. This happened on one of the rare 
occasions I accompanied Edward Thomas on a 
day’s visit to London. But as I am refusing to 
make this book a catalogue of well-known names, 
I am not to mention a great number of poets and 
society people whom I have met and parted from 
without anything particular happening. For in- 
stance, De la Mare, as a number of people know, 
is a very charming man, but in thinking of him I 
am completely at a loss for copy. Every time I 
have met him, often at his own home, he has 
plied me with so many strange questions that 
I cannot remember anything we have been talk- 
ing about. And when I get home and consult 
a dictionary about a word he has used in his 
questions, I find the definition to be even more 
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confusing than the word, and impossible to apply 
to the question in hand. 

On one occasion a man who had come to inter- 
view me asked me if I knew De la Mare, and 
whether he was easy to approach, as he wanted to 
get him for his next interview. But although I 
said all I could in De la Mare’s favour, I certainly 
warned the man that he would come away as 
the interviewed and not the interviewer; that he 
would never interview De la Mare, but that De 
la Mare would interview him. 

Up to the present time, I should think quite 
a hundred people have asked me if I knew Walter 
De la Mare. And when I have answered ‘Yes,’ I 
don’t believe there has ever been one case, whether 
the questioner was a man or a woman, where the 
question was not followed by these words - 
‘Isn’t he a charming man.’ But of the hundred 
people who have asked me if I knew Yeats, not 
one has discussed him as a man before they have 
said something about his work. No wonder a 
certain poet-editor ignored me altogether when 
I told him how difficult I found things because 
my pension, which at the time was only ^50, was 
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too small. ‘How Walter De la Mare can live and 
educate his children on less than two thousand a 
year is a mystery,’ he said, ignoring my more 
modest claim altogether - ‘and the Government 
should see that he gets it.’ When a man’s charm 
is so great that his friends say things like this, 
it seems to me that his life is dangerous, although 
he may be a fine writer, and he should be shut 
up for safety. 

On one occasion De la Mare asked me how I 
wrote my poems. This being a plain and simple 
question, I began in this way -‘First, an idea 
comes to me.’ But I had no sooner said this than 
De la Mare asked quickly - ‘What do you mean 
by “an idea comes to you” ? ’ ' 

The reader will understand my confusion in 
trying to explain a thing that was so obvious. 

Shall I mention the name of a well-known poet 
who was so modest, when he went to America, 
that the natives could not hear what he had to 
say -his voice was so quiet and low. But after 
three months of American hospitality and adula- 
tion, the natives could not hear his words for 
another reason. - the voice had increased so much 
in volume. 
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There 5s another well-known poet who is so 
rich and well dressed that when I met him the 
other day in Charing Cross Road, I was afraid 
to speak to him for fear of being arrested for 
begging. And yet I knew him well and liked 
him too. I did not even dislike him when, not 
recognizing a friend and a fellow-poet, he held 
out his hand at Piccadilly Circus to prevent 
me from passing before his gorgeous car. But 
although this fine fellow is not very great as a 
poet, I have heard that when he entered a certain 
place in America, hundreds of the natives bared 
their heads in reverence. Why do the Americans 
think so much of our worst writers? It is very 
consoling to think that as soon as my power 
as a writer begins to fail in England, I shall 
begin a new life of greatness in America. 
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When I went down past Charing Cross, 
A plain and simple man was I ; 

I might have been no more than air, 
Unseen by any mortal eye. 


But, Lord in Heaven, had I the power 
To show my inward spirit there, 
Then what a pack of human hounds 
Had hunted me, to strip me bare. 


A human pack, ten thousand strong, 
All in full cry to bring me down; 
All greedy for my magic robe, 

All crazy for my burning crown. 


hen I said at the beginning of this book 


that my struggles as an author had not 
been very severe, I did not mean the time before 
the publication of my first book. I have already 
told the public of those days, how I hawked 
small articles through England to save enough 
money to publish my first work. What I meant 
was this - that my work was recognized at once 
and, thanks to such kind-hearted and practical 
men as Edward Thomas, Edward Garnett and 
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Bernard Shaw, I had no struggles worth speaking 
of. If I have failed at all, from a worldly point of 
view, it is entirely my own fault as a bad business 
man. For instance, I have always disliked sending 
my poems to the various magazines and, of 
course, that is where the money is. Again, when 
I published my first book the times were dif- 
ferent from what they are now. When a young 
author publishes a first book in these days, we 
hear in a week or two that he accepts an important 
position on a paper or magazine. And in a year, 
or less, he is no longer regarded as a creative 
artist, but as a critic of other people’s work. But 
although my first book caused something of a 
sensation, I am thankful to say that no job of 
any kind was ever offered to me. There was, I 
believe, some talk of getting me a small Govern- 
ment position ; but when Edward Thomas 
saw my face go white at this threat to my 
freedom, he communicated my disapproval to 
others, with the result that I was given a CM 
List Pension instead. Perhaps I did not deserve j 
it, but the British Government seemed to think 
so, seeing that it has been twice raised. ' i 

However, it is quite certain that my fame will j 
32 
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last. If I am not immortal as a poet, I shall be 
(immortal as the greatest literary fraud of the 
(twentieth century. As I believe that we have some 
kind of life beyond the grave, I have often im- 
agined myself as a literary fraud in the regions 
of the dead and surrounded by questioning spirits. 
One will ask — ‘How did you manage to deceive 
the public for so many years, that you were 
thought to be a good poet?’ 

Another spirit, who had been an artist in his 
day, will say: ‘How did you manage to persuade 
the master artists of your day that you were a 
poet worthy of their attention?’ 

Another, a politician this time, will require an 
answer to this — ‘How did you manage to get a 
pension twenty years before you were overtaken 
by old age?’ 

And when I have all these spirits seated com- 
fortably around me, I will recite my verses — the 
verses that fooled the greatest people of my day. 
And what laughter there will be! Perhaps at 
that very moment we will be joined by another 
spirit, who has lately visited the earth, who will 
say to me — ‘By the way, the Westminster Bladder 
has just mentioned your name. One of the critics 
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has been warning a certain popular poet that he 
must not take himself too seriously, but remember 
the fate of W. H. Davies, whose work is now 
forgotten, and whose only title to fame is that 
he deceived for a number of years the greatest 
people of his day.’ 

None of the spirits will laugh more heartily 
than myself at hearing this. When I recite the 
lines at the beginning of this chapter, how amused 
they will be. But when T come to the last two 
lines - 

‘All greedy for my magic robe, 

All crazy for my burning crown/ 

— when I come to this the hilarity will be so great 
that I shall not be heard when I say, ‘This, 
Spirits of the Dead, is the kind of stuff that I 
fooled the twentieth century.’ 

Now although I am going to write about some 
of the greatest artists and writers of their day, 

I feel certain that not one of them would take 
the least offence on hearing their names mentioned 
with the names of those other great artists — 
Harlem Baldy and Detroit Fatty. When we 
look into the woods, we see an old pair of boots, 
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which have been so long emptied of feet, and 
so often wetted and dried by wind and sun, that 
they have become shapeless and gorgeous with 
mildew and moss. These boots have been dis- 
carded by Detroit Fatty, who has begged and 
gone off with another pair. Now suppose a won- 
derful still-life artist like William Nicholson 
came along and saw those boots, what would be 
the result? A beautiful picture that any of the 
best Galleries would be proud to hang on their 
walls. It is through my wide knowledge of 
different men that I am able to say this ; and to 
express the deepest sorrow that Detroit Fatty’s 
discarded boots never came under the eye of 
William Nicholson. 

But my hand is now working faster than my 
brain, for I did not intend to write of artists 
first, who were my later friends, but of literary 
men. Artists and sculptors are not much in- 
terested in an author until they think he has 
established his reputation; and a young author 
must make the most of being photographed. For 
that reason my earliest friends were literary men, 
and the artists followed later. 

It was at a restaurant in Soho that I had my 
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lr first meeting with literary men. I was taken there 

by Edward Thomas, and the presiding genius was 
Edward Garnett. 

[ Garnett had organized these meetings for the 

midday meal on Tuesdays, and the regular 
attendants there were those who lived and worked 
in Town -Hudson, Garnett himself, Norman 
Douglas and a publisher’s reader, whose name 
I now forget. But I cannot forget how fascin- 
ating it was to watch that man’s care and atten- 

I tion when removing the bones from a piece of 
fish, while his mind devoted the same particular 
care to the subject that was in hand. Other 
writers, such as Conrad, Edward Thomas, H. M. 
I Tomlinson, Masefield, and sometimes an artist 

like Muirhead Bone, only came there occasion- 
| , , all 7> when they had come up from the country. 

Hudson had his own gathering at his own house, 
I on Tuesday evenings, but although he gave me 

several invitations, I never went to any of them, 
owing to there being no late trains to take me 
back home. On one occasion Hudson said I 
| would meet a young Irishman there, called Robert 

Lynd, whom I have met since. As that young 
Irishman was not known in those days, it says a 
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lot for Hudson’s discernment in making this 
special mention of his name, seeing that Robert 
Lynd has now become one of the most charming 
prose writers of his day. 

Edward Garnett had a natural wit, and it had 
to come out, whether people liked it or not; but, 
being a kind-hearted man, he was very quick 
in smoothing matters over if he saw his words 
taken too seriously. On one occasion Stephen Rey- 
nolds came to lunch. It will be remembered that 
Stephen Reynolds lived with two fishermen down 
in Devonshire, and wrote several books dealing 
with their experience as fishermen, and their idea 
of other matters. But on this occasion Reynolds 
launched into a long account of Bob Wooley 
which bored everybody present, and Garnett had 
to head him off with the remark ‘You live with 
two fishermen, but some day a man will live with 
three fishermen, and what will you do then?’ 

At this time Garnett had written a play called 
‘The Breaking Point,’ which the Censor of Plays 
considered to be immoral, and condemned. But 
although the play lost the benefit of the Stage, 
Garnett was delighted to think that it would 
now have a larger reading public. Unfortunately 
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for Garnett, the literary critics sent up a great 
cry that the play was a pure thing, without the 
least immorality. When this happened Garnett, 
of course, lost his reading public as well, for no 

one wanted to read a clean, pure work of litera- 
ture. 

_ ^ rst meeting with Hudson was unfortunate 
indeed. It seemed to me that the idea of being 
old and unrecognized had embittered his mind. 
He was quoting Swinburne at the time, and when 
I said that I did not like Swinburne, he asked - 
‘Whom do you like then?’ Not long after this he 
said, speaking of an author who had just received 
a certain honour, and whom he did not like- 
‘Well, he has his deserts at last;’ using the same 
language as if the man had been a friend of his, 

. u *- creating a different meaning by a bitterness 
in his voice. However, Hudson’s manners im- 
proved when he knew me better, and he used 

all his influence in getting me a Civil List 
tension. 

It must be remembered that I have always been 
at a great disadvantage in meeting authors, for 
the simple reason that they knew my work and I 
did not know theirs. I do not know theirs be- 
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cause I hate the idea of borrowing books; and 
as I did not review literature for a living, as 
most of them did, I never got books for nothing. 
Two things must also be remembered: one, that 
I have never been able to afford to buy books 
by living authors, because of their high price. 
But I have been able to buy second-hand books 
of the great classics, some of which have only 
cost me a few pence. The other reason isf 
that I go to Life and Nature for my own ideas, 
and have no need of books. However, I have' 
a much better knowledge of the younger living 
writers, because some of them send me their 
work. But I have often told young authors, who 
have read my books, and then prove that they 
have no knowledge of the classics, that they are 
fools and training their minds the wrong way. 

It will be seen from the above words that I 
had a great disadvantage in not knowing Hud- 
son’s works. My love of birds, which probably 
excelled his or any other man’s, could not be 
made the subject of conversation, like his ex- 
traordinary knowledge of their life and habits. 
However, although I could not make much head- 
way with Hudson as a literary man, he became 
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quite interested when I told him about a tramp 
who could, with the help of a few sheets of paper, 
sleep in the open air in the dead of winter, and 
how it was done. 

On one occasion I was warned by Edward 
Thomas that in going to the Mont Blanc Res- 
taurant on Tuesdays I would meet a well- 
known writer whom I was certain to dislike. I 
was considerably surprised at hearing this, and 
wondered what kind of personality I would meet- 
for I had never in all my life taken a real dislike 
to anyone. My experience of life in strange 
places had taught me one good bit of philosophy, 
which was this - if I did not make myself liked 
I must look for the fault in my own self, and- 
n0t ^ others, and change my attitude towards 
them. Let me mention here, in dealing with 
my own personal looks, how much my face has 
inspired others with trust and confidence. In walk- 
ing the streets of London so many strangers stop 
me to ask questions, that I often ask myself- ‘Do 
they take me for a professional guide?’ And 
when I mention that a number of these strangers 
^eyoung gu-k that have just come up from the 
try, it can be said -‘How fortunate it is 
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that a criminal mind is not at work behind that 
open face.’ 

But my face has passed a severer test than any 
of those — it is when I meet beggars, who never 
let me pass by without making an appeal for 
charity. This is the best thing to say in my 
favour, for beggars are without doubt - with the 
possible exception of gipsies - the best judges in 
the world of a human face. However, I do not 


set a great value on having this honest and good- 
natured face; for when I am out walking in search 
of green trees, I would rather not have my thoughts 
disturbed by strangers with their minds set on 
things of stone, such as St. Paul’s and West- 
minster Abbey. Again, having this open and 
honest-looking face is nothing to my credit; for 
some of our greatest criminals must have had 
the same face, otherwise they would have 
been less successful in pursuing their evil ways. 

It is not often that I have been abused or in- 
sulted, although I have spent a great part of my 
life in rough camps and low dens, not to mention 
my experiences on cattleships. One of my nearest 
approach to a fight was when I got into trouble 
with a London cabman. At that time I was cross- 
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ing the Thames Embankment near Charing 
Cross and, being taken up with my own thoughts, 
I walked in front of his horse, so that he had to 
pull up sharply. When he called me a foul 
epithet, I returned it with another, and it was 
not long before we were abusing each other in 
the worst language we could think of. Unfor- 
tunately for him, I had a large assortment of 
Americans’ oaths to add to my English ones, and 
was soon getting the best of him. But we had not 
been using this strong language for many minutes 
when I suddenly felt a light pat on my shoulder, 
followed by a sweet encouraging voice, which 
said — ‘That’s right, little man, give him hell ! 
Give the flaming old swine double hell!’ 

When I heard that, my power of abuse failed 
me at once, for I was not doing it for the amuse- 
ment of others. The old cabman seemed to have 
the same thought too, for he applied the whip 
to his horse and drove away. So we both left 
the young lady standing there, disappointed at 
the sudden halt to a battle of words. It has only 
been on one or two occasions of this kind that 
I have ever got into trouble with other people. 

We will now return to the Mont Blanc, where 
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I was to meet this man whom I was certain to 
dislike. I had arrived early on that occasion, 
and found our table — which was held in reserve — 
occupied by one man, who was a stranger to me. 
However, I knew that he would not be at that 
table unless he knew the party that used it on 
Tuesdays; so I sat down with the intention 
of waiting for some one to introduce us. But 
there was no need for this, for the stranger got 
up and introduced himself; and when I mentioned 
my own name he shook me warmly by the hand. 
In less than two minutes after this we were 
talking and talking with the greatest enthusiasm - 
talking of the joys of camping out in the open 
air. And this was the man that I had been warned 
of, that I was certain to dislike! 

However, it was soon made clear that he was 
not so comfortable with other people as he had 
been with me. For after the others had come 
and were seated at their lunch, he scarcely spoke 
a word. Not only that, but he appeared to be 
trying to pack a lot of heavy matter into a few 
words, and lost the spontaneity of our first meet- 
ing. He became less genuine; he became, in 
fact, what he had been called — ‘a dull fellow.’ 
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But is not my experience with that man suffi- 
cient to prove that the fault was not in him, but 
in others? 

Now although I am a rough man in some ways, 
yet, for all that, I have been called, more than once, 
‘one of Nature’s gentlemen.’ Which means, I 
suppose, that I am a gentle man. This being 
the case, I do not find it very difficult to get on 
with people, whether they are clever or not; 
whether they are rich or poor. If a person is a 
good talker, I am happy to sit and listen; and if 
a person has little to say, I make every effort to 
entertain him with my own voice, using it natur- 
ally, and not like an elocutionist or an auctioneer. 

As I have said before, Hudson and I found it 
very difficult to converse. How he managed to 
read so many books and magazines I cannot 
say. Nothing seemed to escape him, and every- 
thing seemed to be read with a critical eye. 
This, of course, made him good company for 
such literary men as Garnett, Thomas, Norman 
Douglas and others, men who were doing a lot 
of journalism. But when I went to the Mont 
Blanc and found that Hudson had already arrived, 
he, knowing that it would be useless to ask my 
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opinion of certain books that had just been pub- 
lished, usually began to speak of the diff erent 
authors who were there the week before. ‘Mase- 
field was here last week,’ he would say, or another. 

One Tuesday, when Hudson was there alone, 
and I was the next to follow, he said - ‘You should 
have been here last week.’ He then began to tell 
me how a certain author, who was closely con- 
nected with the Peerage, had stood in the middle 
of the room and tried to balance a beer-bottle 
on his nose. When I told Hudson that I thought 
this action was quite natural in a man that was so 
closely connected with the Peerage, he laughed. 
And it took something to make Hudson laugh in 
those days, when he was getting old and was 
still without much recognition, and was worrying 
over a sick wife. 
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A lonely coast, where sea-gulls scream for 
wrecks 

That never come; its desolate sides 

Last visited, a hundred years ago, 

By one drowned man who wandered with 
the tides; 

There I went mad, and with those birds I 
screamed, 

Till, waking, found ’twas only what I 
dreamed. 


H udson used to enjoy these meetings at the 
Mont Blanc and, not having any office ties. 


iL JLMont Blanc and, not having any office ties, 
like some of the others, was usually the first to 
arrive. And as I was up from the country, and 
had the whole morning to myself, it often hap- 
pened that I was second. I may as well say here 
that owing to being shy, this was deliberate on my 
part. It saved me the ordeal of walking through a 
crowded restaurant, and allowed me to be seated 
in comfort before the arrival of many people. 

By this time I had left my lodgings in the 
country and had taken rooms in London, so 
that I was now able to go to the Mont Blanc more 
often. Strange to say, my coming to London was 
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not to meet people, but for more solitude. For I 
had become so well known in the little town where 
I had lived that I could not step outside the house 
without being engaged in conversation almost 
immediately. Not only that, but I thought that 
a change of surroundings would give me new 
thoughts, which it certainly did. 

I have already said that Garnett had a most 
destructive mental punch, to which there was no 
answer. On one occasion we were joined by a 
young writer, who was only known to one or 
two of the party. But this young writer had no 
sooner given the waiter his order, than he opened 
a tremendous large manuscript and, to the as- 
tonishment of us all, began to read aloud. To 
make matters worse, his voice was high and 
squeaky, and soon became worse as he became 
more excited. However, Garnett’s presence of 
mind soon came to the rescue ; for he quickly seized 
on one of the passages and advised the young writer 
to alter it in a way he suggested. ‘If you do this,’ 
said Garnett, ‘anyone will think it was written by 
Percival Gibbon or Stephen Reynolds,’ who were 
there at the time, and who took it all in good 
part, although they knew that Garnett did not 
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have a very enthusiastic opinion of them as 
writers. 

Only once have I seen Garnett’s words give 
pain, which he was very quick to remove. It 
was when some one asked Edward Thomas for 
his address. At that time Edward Thomas, being 
ill-paid for his work, had accepted several com- 
missions to write books on different subjects, 
and these books were being announced by the 
different publishers. So when Garnett heard the 
question of Edward Thomas’s address, he, think- 
ing of all those books, answered quickly : ‘Every 
publisher in London has it.’ Thomas, who was 
overworked and in bad health, began to defend 
himself by asking how could he help it, was 
j he not forced, etc. When Garnett heard this, 
and saw the effect of his words, it was not long 
before he smoothed things over, saying -‘Yes, 
yes, Thomas, we know that it can’t be helped!’ 

This little incident was soon forgotten, for 
Thomas knew that Garnett was a good friend - 
a man who sometimes said hard things to your 
face, but always said soft things behind your back. 

Some time after this I found, on reaching the 
Mont Blanc, that the room upstairs, where we 
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usually met, was under repair and closed, and 
all customers had to use the ground floor. When 
I saw this I was on the point of leaving, but the 
proprietor came forward at once and motioned 
to a table half-way up the room, where I saw 
Hudson in possession, who was again the first to 
arrive. 

I have said before that I am very shy. I am so 
shy that when I go to a party I seldom move 
from the first seat I occupy, until I leave for 
good, so as not to draw people’s attention my 
way. But on this occasion there was no need of 
shyness for, when I looked into the restaurant, 
I saw at once that all the occupants of the various 
tables were smiling silently into each other’s 
faces, and the waiters were walking about with 
bent heads, trying to keep their dignity. All this 
was due to one voice, one solitary voice in the 
whole place. So I had no sooner shaken hands 
with Hudson and seated myself, than I began to 
look around for a platform, or a man standing 
upright on the floor. When Hudson saw me 
looking around in this way, he said, ‘That’s 
Belloc; doesn’t he talk!’ This voice went on for 
over five minutes, and all we could do was to 
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listen to it; for it was impossible for people to 
express their own thoughts, or even have thoughts 
to express. However, the voice stopped at last, 
and the room was soon full of other voices claim- 
ing their rights to use their own tongues. Belloc, 

I should think, must have forgotten where he was, 
thinking he was in the House of Commons or 
on a public platform. It was quite clear that the 
subject he was speaking about interested him 
deeply, or he would not have forgotten his sur- 
roundings. 

When we were half-way through our lunch, 
Belloc left his table and came to ours, to ask 
Hudson to write an article for a new paper that 
he was starting. ‘What do you pay?’ asked Hud- 
son, to my surprise. For at that time I thought 
authors left the question of payment entirely in 
the hands of an editor. 

On hearing this Garnett, with his usual quick- 
ness to help a friend, said — ‘You must have a 
lyric by W. H. Davies too.’ Belloc took this as 
an introduction, and shook hands, saying, ‘I 
didn’t know you, pleased to meet you.’ 

However, I heard no more about the lyric, and 
thought perhaps that Belloc himself would con-^«\$U 
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tribute the poetry, especially to the first number. 
That being so, I must say honestly that the 
poetry -would be in good and reliable hands. 

On another occasion, Conrad, who happened to 
be in Town, came to the Mont Blanc to meet 
some of his old friends. But although his face 
lighted up when we were introduced, to show 
that my name was known to him, he simply 
made an expressive sign with his hands, saying 
something about not being able to talk to me 
there. From this I understood that he would 
have liked us to be alone together. When he left 
he made this idea certain by inviting me to pay 
him a few days’ visit at any time I liked, and 
just to drop a line in advance to say that I was 
coming. 

Some time after this, when it was near Whit- 
suntide, and I needed a breath of purer air, I 
remembered Conrad’s invitation, and wrote to 
him. I judged that I would be less likely to 
interfere with his work if I went there at holi- 
day-time. Back came an answer, by return of 
post, saying that he would expect me, and meet 
the train. 

When I arrived Conrad was on the platform 
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waiting, and it was not long before we were shaking 
hands. But after this Conrad looked around, say- 
ing that he was also expecting a young country- 
man of his, who had come over on political matters 
relating to England’s attitude towards Poland. 
It must be remembered that the Great War was 
now on, and every place was full of the movement 
of troops. 

Hearing Conrad say this, I felt sorry that I 
had come, for I did not want to meet Conrad the 
politician, but Conrad the sailor and writer. And 
when Conrad and his young countryman began 
to complain that a certain sum to help Poland 
could not be raised, and yet England was doing 
all she could to help less deserving nations ; 
when it came to this I began to feel un comfort- 
able, and did not know what answer to make . 
But although I nodded my head in agreement, 
I believe I said something about the English 
people being the most generous in the whole 
world; and that our papers were every day prais- 
ing the gallantry of Scotch, Irish, Welsh and 
French troops, and saying very little about the 
achievements of their own. 

That evening, when we all sat down to dinner, 
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Conrad and his young countryman talked in 
their native tongue, while Mrs. Conrad and my- 
self at the other end of the table, had enough to 
say in English. In a few moments we had both 
found a subject to our liking, and had become 
so animated that Conrad forgot all about the 
troubles of Poland and asked once or twice — 
‘What are you saying?’ On being told, he would 
smile approval, and would then return to the 
heavy, serious subject of their own. However, 
Mrs. Conrad was a charming woman, and full 
of ideas; and I felt that no conversation that I 
could have had with her husband would have 
pleased me more than the one I had with her. 

On the following day I had Conrad to myself 
for an hour or more. His young countryman 
had complained of neuralgia, and was either 
resting in his room or had gone out for a walk. 
But I made a bad start indeed, as soon as we 
settled down to talk. Some time before this a 
man had told me that although Conrad had his 
Master’s certificate and was a Captain, yet, for 
all that, he had never been in actual command 
of a ship, having retired from the sea before 
that time. As this man had asked me to put the 
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question to Conrad, if I should ever meet him, I 
did so at once. But when Conrad heard this, he 
appeared to be quite upset, and offered to go 
upstairs for his papers to show me, and to mention 
the names of ships he had commanded. As soon 
as I saw Conrad’s distress, I assured him at once 
that the man meant no harm by that question 
and that he was one of his greatest admirers. On 
hearing this Conrad appeared more pleased and 
satisfied. 

Soon after we began to talk of our contemporaries, 
and Conrad began to question me about the work 
of a certain writer, saying that one of his prose 
books had been strongly recommended to hi m> 
but that after reading one chapter he had to give 
it up as impossible. 

Just before this we had been talking of Civil 
List Pensions. So that when Conrad, with rather 
a worried face, asked me about that writer, I 
came to the conclusion that he had been asked to 
sign a petition to that effect. Conrad, I believe, 
wanted to be honest in the matter, but was 
troubled by an overkind heart. So when I praised 
the writer as a poet, Conrad smiled happily, and 
in a more settled mind — the petition was already 
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signed. However, I may as well say here that 
the writer in question had so many influential 
friends, from the Prime Minister down through 
the most aristocratic ranks, that it would have 
made no difference at all whether Conrad had 
signed the petition or not. 

The next thing, I believe, was to discuss the 
works of Masefield; not to discuss it as literary 
men, but as sailors. Conrad seemed to suggest 
that Masefield was not altogether true to life 
in his description of ships and sailors. On hear- 
ing this, I said that ‘Dauber,’ instead of being 
rejected and despised, would have been the most 
respected man on the ship; respected even by 
the captain and first officers, because of his un- 
usual gift of being able to draw and paint pic- 
tures. I mentioned several cases of this kind, 
where the illiterate and poorest classes had re- 
spected a man of gifts, when he had accidentally 
been thrown into their own life. ‘If the Dauber,’ 
said I, 'was not respected by those honest sea- 
faring men, it must not be put down to spite, 
disrespect, or jealousy of a gifted man, but be- 
cause they disliked him for his personal conduct, 
or because they thought he was a sneak and carried 
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tales to the captain. If that was the case,' I con- 
tinued, ‘he should have been made the villain, 
and not the hero of a story.’ 

Conrad agreed with all this, and said he had 
known cases of the same kind, where the life 
of a quiet dreamer like that would have been 
safer than any other life on the ship, or in the 
camp - wherever it might be. 

These things, of course, had nothing at all to 
do with the poetical value of the ‘Dauber,’ or 
any other of Masefield’s poems — we were only 
discussing their relation to real life; and both 
Conrad and myself were men who knew that 
life well, and had a perfect right to criticize 
any other man who should make it the subject 
of literature. 

If anything equals my admiration of Masefield 
at his best, it is my admiration of him at his 
worst. At his worst he is extraordinarily good, as 
the following verses will prove — 


‘Her father struck 
Jane on the head. 
Young Will upped 
And shot him dead. 
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‘Jane died soon : 

At high tide, 
At high noon — 
Jane died.’ 


I have a sincere and honest admiration for those 
two verses, for they are the two best bad verses 
that I have ever read. The flatness of that last 
verse is probably one of the finest things in 
English literature. Time after time have I tried 
to match those verses with lines of my own, and 
still I fail. Even the following sounds tame in 
comparison — 

‘Little boy, 

Big gun; 

Loud noise — 

Life done.’ 

So although I share the honour with Masefield 
of being included in the anthologies of the best 
poems, yet, for all that, I have a great fear that I 
shall never be able to write anything good enough 
to be included in an anthology of the best bad 
poems. I have such a dread of being left out of 
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that book that I have made quite a number of 
efforts to match those two little verses of Mase- 
field. Sometimes I think I have succeeded, as in 
the following lines from my opera, ‘True Travel- 
lers.’ It is about an old midwife called Martha, 
and is chanted by her great admirer Poll. 

‘Not all the revels, Martha, we have been to, 
Can give us, when we’re old, a peace like yours — 

Due to the corpses you have gone and seen to.’ 

.. . . ■ ; . 

Although my readers may think this verse is 
not bad enough to be compared to Masefield’s, 
I would still like to hear that I have made a 
good attempt. As I have said before, I am quite 
sincere and honest in saying this; for I do not 
bother my head much, or lecture the public on 
‘The Great Mission of Poets’ ; and do not care 
whether I am called a poet or a rhymer. 

Probably those two little verses of Masefield 
and the above lines of my own, have given me 
as much delight as anything else in Literature. 
They are to me a joy for ever, in the same way 
as the best passages in Shakespeare, Coleridge, 
and Keats. 
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When we were discussing other authors, I was 
rather taken by surprise to hear Conrad exclaim 
emphatically — ‘Hudson is a giant!’ I had never 
had the least idea that this was so, for, as I have 
said before, I had not read any of Hudson’s books 
up till then. So hearing Conrad say this, I made 
a mental note of it, with the intention of reading 
something of Hudson’s as soon as possible. 

I may as well say here that in the course of a 
few days I got hold of a copy of Green Mansions , 
and found it one of the most fascinating books 
I had ever read. What a pity I had not known 
that extraordinary book at the time I was meeting 
its author ! And why was I not told of it during 
the whole twelve months I was meeting Hudson, 
week by week? 

But I was never to tell Hudson personally of my 
high opinion of his work, for the meetings at 
the Mont Blanc were now coming to an end. 
Owing to the illness of his wife, who had been 
an invalid for a long time, and who now did not 
like to have her meals alone - owing to this, 
Hudson was one of the first to be absent. Two 
or three others died, and then the coming of the 
Great War did the rest. 
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But although I was never able to tell Hudson 
personally how much I admired his work, I 
certainly was not backward in telling others; 
for I have sent many a reader to Green Mansions, 
and have never heard of a disappointment. 

Strange to say, I was in the same position exactly 
when I visited Conrad - 1 had- only read one 
thing of his, and that was a newspaper article. 
And if that had not been sent to me by a Press 
Cutting Agency, because of my name being men- 
tioned in it, in which Conrad had said that a 
certain poem of mine would be read when radium 
would no longer be a wonder - if it had not been 
for this, I could have said that I had never read 
a line of Joseph Conrad. 

That night, when it was getting late, I saw 
Conrad in such a way that I do not care to re- 
member him under any other circumstances. 
We were all standing at the time, to wish Mrs. 
Conrad good night. And when Mrs. Conrad 
still continued her conversation with me, her 
husband stood there silently, holding his two 
hands, and with the most wonderful smile I 
had ever seen on a man’s face. It was a smile 
full of kindly amusement and indulgence, as 
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though he were the great father and we were 
his little children. He stood like this for a minute 
or two and then said — ‘There, there, say good 
night, you are keeping the gentlemen standing.’ 
Saying this, he bent his head, and, after kissing 
his wife’s hand, he led her gently to the door. 
We will leave Conrad at that - standing with his 
face in the full light, the full light of his own 
spirit. 

When I left Conrad he presented me with his 
last book, Victory. But although I thoroughly 
enjoyed it, I must confess that it was more from 
my low taste in Literature than my better taste; 
in the same way as I enjoy beer as well as wine, 
and am a good judge of either. For I found 
Victory to be sheer melodrama, and not a work 
of high art. And when I tried to repeat that 
wonderful dose of melodrama, by getting a copy 
of Lord Jim, I found that, although I struggled 
to the fortieth page, I could not get one page 
farther. So I am now waiting to read Typhoon, 
Chance and the Nigger, to find the hand of a 
master. 




4 : T H E PHILOSOPHER 

Who knows the perfect life on earth? 

It lies beyond this mortal breath; 

It is to give the same kind thoughts 
To Life as we bequeath to Death. 

It is to show a steadfast love; 

As faithful to our friends that live 
As our dead friends are to ourselves - 
Sealed up from gossip, in the grave. 

But who can lead this saintly life, 

When friends are false and men unkind; 
And every man will cheat a man 

Whose trust, like faith in God, is blind. 

Hang this pale fool, Philosophy! 

Kind hearts obey themselves, no other: . 
Why like a saint can I take pain 
* And not inflict it on another? 

★ 

I had now been living in London for several 
months, and met quite a number of literary 
men. But as some of them have left no striking 
impression on my mind, and seeing that I am not 
writing this book for the sake of mentioning 
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names - this being the case, I will remove them 
gently from my path, without giving them the 
cold shoulder. 

On one occasion, when I had called on my 
publisher, my conscience was made to feel un- 
easy by his suggestion that I should call on the 
Shaws, to thank them personally for what they 
had done for me. Now, I had always wanted to 
do this, but had always been afraid of Shaw’s 
gluttony for work. This fear was soon justified, 
for when I sent him a line proposing to call on 
him, he answered at once, inviting me to have 
tea with Mrs. Shaw and himself on the following 
day. But he finished up by saying that he was 
attending rehearsals, and would not have much 
time to spare. ‘I am leading a dog’s life,’ he 
said — ‘not that any dog would or could stand it.’ 

On the following afternoon I was at Adelphi 
Terrace and, seeing a small gate at the front of 
the stairs that led up into a flat, I rang the bell. 
It was not long before I was confronted by an 
Irishwoman who, before I could say a word, 
cried in a savage voice - ‘He’s not in !’ Although 
I tried to explain that, in spite of not knowing 
either Mr. or Mrs. Shaw, yet, for all that, they 
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had proved great friends to me, and I felt certain 
that they would be glad to see me. But the 
woman’s face became harder and harder, and it 
did not even get softer when I said that I was 
expected there to tea. Strange to say, this bad 
beginning was followed by the most extra- 
ordinary welcome I have ever received anywhere ; 
for the next minute a woman’s head appeared 
over the banisters, and a simple, spontaneous 
voice cried - ‘Is that you (calling me by name) ? 
Come on, come on.’ It was all so natural that I 
felt at home at once, and went up the stairs as 
though they were my own. 

After this cordial greeting, it will not be sur- 
prising to hear that Mrs. Shaw and I were soon 
on the best of terms and talking without the 
least difficulty. This went on for some time, 
until Mrs. Shaw suddenly looked up into the 
air and said —‘This is Mr. Davies.’ Turning 
around at these words, I saw, to my astonish- 
ment, that a tall, bearded man was standing like 
a stone statue at my side, with a long arm ex- 
tended in my direction. How he came there was 
a mystery, for I had not heard the least sound 
and, I may as well say here, my hearing is dis- 
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tinctly good. I had lived in lonely places where 
it was always wise to be on the alert for sounds, 
and to investigate - although it might only be a 
beetle crawling under the leaves. 

But when I saw that man standing there, I had 
not the remotest idea of three people being 
present in that room. I began to think of trap- 
doors in the floor, which worked with wonderful 
ease, or the same kind of doors in the ceiling, to 

I let people down on invisible wires. However, the 

grip of his hand proved that there was no illusion, 
and it was not long before he was saying how 
much we knew each other — through corre- 
spondence and mutual confidence - although we 
had never met until then. 

Just before this meeting, I had been reading the 
poems of Clarence Mangan, and began to tell 
the Shaws of my great admiration for the ‘Dark 
Rosaleen,’ and some of that author’s other pieces. 
‘Yes, yes,’ said Shaw, when he heard this, ‘but 
Tom Moore has written some good things too.’ 
He then began to quote from Moore, and when 
his memory began to fail, Mrs. Shaw prompted 
him. And when Mrs. Shaw’s memory failed, her 
; husband came to the rescue. In this way they 
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managed between them to recite' quite a number 
of poems by Tom Moore. 

I was rather surprised at this, to find that Shaw 
was one of the most poetical men I had ever met. 
I had always looked on him as a human philo- 
sopher and a master of Political Economy, and, on 
that account, had been in some fear of meeting 
him. And when at last he began to talk of his 
visit to a lonely lighthouse and its one lonely 
inhabitant, the silence of that perilous journey 
in a small boat, with only the sound of the waves 
beating its sides, and the rhymic splash of the 
men's oars as they rowed away from the wild 
coast - when I listened to this, I was more dum- 
founded than ever. ‘Where,’ thought I, ‘is that 
cold practical thought, which is only common- 
sense, but which, coming at the psychological 
moment, when other people have lost their heads, 
reaches the height of a divine philosophy? Why 
is it that this one man in particular has the power 
at times to utter a little common-sense and make 
us see it for the first time?’ 

Shaw was there for about twenty minutes, and 
then had to rush off, having to attend a rehearsal 
of one of his own plays. But although he had 
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come in a silent", mysterious way, as I have said, 
I was determined to keep a sharp eye on his 
departure. However, I am not quite certain how 
he left the room, for he appeared to glide and 
thin away, and I am not sure whether he opened 
the door at the end of the room, or passed clean 
through it like a ghost. With the exception of 
hearing his voice, I am positive that he made 
no other sound ; either when he sat down or 
got up; either in his coming or his going, or 
in his use of the tea-things. 

The Shaws had been very good to me as an 
unknown author. Not only had Shaw written a 
preface for my Autobiography of a Super-tramp , 
but Mrs. Shaw had also done everything she 
could in the matter of getting the book pub- 
lished. She paid for the type-setting and cast- 
an d told me it was my own property. But 
when the Great War came, and I had no money 
to pay for the paper, printing and binding for 
a new edition, I had either to lose all my type 
and plates or let the book go out of print alto- 
gether.’ So I gave the machinery to my publisher, 
who then supplied the paper and covers for a 
new edition, paying me a royalty on each book 
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that was sold. However, the raising of my pen- 
sion in that very year more than made amends 
for the loss of my plant. 

Soon after the Shaws had done me this great 
kindness, I wrote to Mrs. Shaw, saying that I 
would like to dedicate a book of poems to them 
both. But Shaw did not like the idea of dedica- 
tions, and here is his opinion, coming through 
his wife, who said that if her husband had been 
writing to me directly, he would have put it to 
me more nicely. 

‘Dedications be damned! Poetry is a very big 
thing, addressed to the whole world, and it should 
not be labelled with the names of individuals. 
It is like giving a soldier a cross for valour and 
then belittling it by putting the name of Queen 
Victoria on it. Besides, Davies doesn’t under- 
stand about dedications. When my mother first 
came to London she innocently dedicated one of 
her songs to a certain officer who had sung it 
when it was only in MS. To her horror, he 
acknowledged the compliment by sending her a 
very nice letter enclosing a £10 note, and formally 
covering up the gift by asking her to give him 
credit for copies to that amount, in case he should 
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need them. My mother, of course, sent back the 
money; and she took good care not to dedicate 
her songs to people again. Only yesterday there 
was an account in the papers of an Italian priest 
committing suicide because he dedicated a book 
to the Pope, and the Pope only sent him £4. 
The only dedications that are not liable to be 
misunderstood in this way are those dedications 
to a wife, or mother, or father, which have now 
become hackneyed. Davies mustn’t dedicate his 
book to anybody. We should not misunderstand, 
but lots of other people would.’ 

As I have never had any idea or intention of 
writing a book of this kind, I have no notes in 
hand, and have to rely entirely on my memory. 
But I have been fortunate in finding the above 
remarks in a letter from Mrs. Shaw, which I 
had placed in a book she had sent me - Selected 
Passages from the Works of Bernard Shaw. With 
the exception of the Shaws, I have never in all 
my life written to anyone proposing a meeting,, 
with the intention of writing about them after- 
wards; and that will account fora number of well- 
known names who are not mentioned in these 
pages. 


70 


THE PHILOSOPHER 

Whatever people think of Shaw, judging by his 
work, it is certain, judging by the great number 
of young authors that have had their work read 
and criticized by him, that he is one of the most 
sympathetic men living. The only other heart 
I knew to match his is the heart of a woman - 
Alice Meynell. When I consider the number of 
writers who have told me of letters they have 
received from Bernard Shaw and Alice Meynell, 

I am amazed. Everywhere I go I meet them; 
some of them have had success, and others have 
failed. Only the other day a poet wrote to me 
from the country, sending me a little volume of 
poetry. And when I returned a few lines of 
encouragement, he wrote back to say that it was 
only once before that he had met with kindness - 
the other time was when Alice Meynell had 
written to him. 

I did not meet Alice Meynell until a short tim e 
before her death, when a friend took me along 
with him on Armistice night. She had just 
finished a review of one of the older poets, and 
asked me if I did not think his work was sustained. 

As I did not have as good an opinion of that 
poet’s work as I had of Alice Meynell’s usually 
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sound judgment, I answered - ‘Yes, there is cer- 
tainly something in his work that is sustained, 
but I don’t know exactly what it is.’ This caused 
her to give a slight laugh, but she did not press 
the matter more closely. 

I may as well say here that I had never had the 
least wish to meet Alice Meynell, because of the 
■ great number of writers who had forced them- 
selves on her, regardless of her own work and 
time; and the same thing applies to Thomas 
Hardy. It seems to me that the best respect we 
can show to a great writer is to keep out of his 
way and not waste his time, making it of no more 
value than our own. How often have I heard 
’great beggars complain of their wasted time, 
when they have been detained in conversation 
by people who were more inquisitive than 
generous. 
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5: A POET AND HIS DOG 

Still do I claim no man can reach 
His highest soul’s perfection, 

Until his life, from day to day, 

Deserves a dog’s affection. 

* 

W e will now go back to the Mont Blanc, 
where Edward Garnett presided over the 
midday meal. Now, after that meal, Edward 
Thomas and myself would go along to the St. 
George’s Restaurant in St. Martin’s Lane, where 
there would be another gathering to tea, presided 
over by Edward Thomas. The regular attendants 
were Edward Thomas, Ralph Hodgson, myself, 
and one or two others. Strange young writers came 
occasionally, being invited by Edward Thomas after 
he had reviewed their books in the various papers. 

Hodgson was a man to my own mind, for we 
both preferred to talk of dogs and prizefighters 
instead of poets and poetry. He was very seldom 
seen without his dog, and the same words could 
be applied to him, with a little difference, as to 
the Mary of our childhood days, when we read - 

‘And everywhere that Mary went, 

The lamb was sure to go.’ 
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The sight of Hodgson and his dog always re- 
minded me of those words, altered to fit his 
particular case — 

‘And everywhere that Hodgson went, 

The dog was sure to go.’ 

Not only did I like Hodgson for that — that I 
could exchange ideas with him on the noble art 
of self-defence — but that there was another strong 
bond between us, which was that he smoked the 
same common strong tobacco as I did. For that 
reason we could help each other out, in case one 
of us ran short. I may as well say here that 
I have now changed my tobacco, for I have dis- 
covered a tobacco that equals my old tobacco in 
strength and has the advantage of a fragrant 
odour. So that I can now puff big clouds into 
a lady’s face, and cause her to smile instead 
of suffocate. But Hodgson, I believe, still sticks 
firmly and faithfully to the same old weed, saying 
that he would rather change his friends than 
change his tobacco. 

But although Hodgson said, ‘I would rather 
change my friends than my tobacco,’ it must not 
be thought that his conscience was always satisfied 
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with that. On one occasion, when we were both 
invited to meet some ladies at their club, Hodg- 
son’s conscience behaved so cowardly that he 
even betrayed one of his best friends. For when 
the ladies told us we could smoke, Hodgson, 
knowing the strong odour of his tobacco and 
mine, said, as we were filling our pipes - ‘Don’t 
mind Davies’ tobacco, it is awfully strong.’ This 
remark, of course, acted as a restraint on my 
smoking, and I had to puff too gently for my 
full enjoyment. Whereas Hodgson, who usually 
pufFed enough smoke for two men, had his 
courage increased by my timidity, and made 
enough smoke for three. The only satisfaction I 
could take was to break up the party by leaving 
early, knowing that Hodgson must follow before 
the truth came out as to which smoker caused 
the most annoyance. 

Only once, I believe, have Hodgson and I not 
agreed in our opinions. We had been talking of 
coloured men, and I, with the prejudice I had 
brought with me from America, was not speaking 
of them too kindly. On hearing this Hodgson said 
something about ‘prejudice,’ and giving them 
‘fair play.’ When I heard this I was astonished, 
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for even Hodgson had admitted that we in Eng- 
land were more lenient to coloured people than 
to our own. So I said, ‘If I am prejudiced against 
them, you are prejudiced in their favour, and 
that is much worse. So when you say “fair play 
for coloured men,” let me answer, “fair play for 
white men.” ’ 

However, this was a dangerous subject, and we 
changed it almost immediately. 

At one time Hodgson used to come to my place 
to lunch once a week, bringing his bull-terrier 
along with him, for whom a special meal had 
been prepared. The dog knew this so well that 
he no sooner turned the corner of my street than 
it took all his master’s strength to keep him in 
hand. And when they were in the house the dog 
used so much strength in entering the room that 
his master had to follow in the best shape he 
could command. 

One day Hodgson was white with temper. It 
seems that a small black cat had chased the two 
of them up Charing Cross Road, and Hodgson 
had to run - not for his own life or his dog’s - 
but for the cat’s life. Hodgson knew that the 
was behind him, but the dog did not So 
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when he gave his dog more freedom to run, the 
dog took advantage and pulled harder and harder, 
until both master and dog were running for their 
lives. Seeing her enemies in full flight increased 
the cat’s courage, of course, and she followed 
faster and faster, until she had chased them the 
whole length of Charing Cross Road. What made 
Hodgson so indignant was this - that Mooster, 
his big, strong bull-terrier, could have killed 
twenty cats in as many minutes, and yet he had 
to be made to run away from one , and a small one 
at that. 

However, Hodgson soon got over this, and 
looking affectionately at his dog, said — ‘Why 
doesn’t Davies sell his books and buy a bull 
pup?’ 

This advice may sound amusing to others, 
expecially literary men, but to me it was quite 
a serious matter. For I would never think of 
keeping a dog or, for that matter, any other pet 
animal, unless I could give it close and proper 
attention; and it would only be as a married 
man that I would be able to do that. What 
has kept me from keeping pet animals has not 
been my indifference to them, but to my great 
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love of them. My life has been in danger on 
several occasions, but I have always counted my 
adventure with a certain strange dog as one of 
my most trying experiences. This was in the 
wilds of America, when I had to threaten a dog 
for over ten minutes, to prevent him from becom- 
ing more friendly and making me his master. 
Under the circumstances, I persuaded myself 
that I acted wisely for the both of us, in giving 
that poor creature a chance to find a more pros- 
perous master. 

On one occasion we dined with one of Hodgson’s 
best friends, who was also a great friend of mine. 
As Hodgson was a strict teetotaller, while we 
were drinking men, his friend and I began to 
wonder how Hodgson would be affected by drink. 
Seeing that Hodgson was such a furious and 
loud talker, and always gave one the impression 
that he was intoxicated, we came to the con- 
clusion that drink would make him a melancholy 
whiner, and not the jolly, laughing man we saw 
at our side. 

But we had no sooner brought this subject to 
an end than our friend, Hodgson’s and mine, 
introduced the English novel in such a way that 
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I became a little alarmed. For he began to express 
himself like this -‘Now there lived down in 
Somersetshire a certain man, who was a Justice 
of the Peace and a Magistrate; that man’s name 
was Henry Fielding, and he has been called 
“The Father of the English Novel.” ’ 

It was not long before he came to Richardson 
and others. When we were half-way through the 
dinner he was thoroughly enjoying himself on the 
subject of Dickens and Thackeray. At the end of 
the dinner he had come to Meredith and Thomas 
Hardy. 

What Hodgson’s real feelings were I cannot 
say, for he himself was a great and furious talker. 
That being the case, I feel certain that he could 
not have listened quietly and happily to the voice 
of another, for a whole hour too — not even when 
it was the voice of one of his very best friends. 
As for myself, being a man who always preferred 
to listen than to talk, and always happy if others 
saved me my tongue for drink and tobacco — as 
for myself, I was quite satisfied with what had 
happened. But when Hodgson and I were out 
of the restaurant and our mutual friend had gone, 
I said — ‘Do you know, Hodgson, that we have 
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had a full and complete lecture on the English 
novel?’ 

When he heard this, Hodgson appeared to be 
rather uneasy, as though he had hoped that the 
fact had escaped my notice. However, true and 
faithful to his friends, Hodgson answered seri- 
ously indeed - ‘Yes, Davies, and wasn’t it jolly 
good tool’ 

Some time after this Hodgson and I went there 
again to dinner, again accompanied by a third 
friend— Mooster, his big, brown bull-terrier, who 
quickly won the admiration of the head waiter. 
For before either Hodgson or myself received 
one little morsel of food, that waiter had brought 
Mooster a large dish of bones, with the remark - 
‘This is yours, sir.’ These bones the dog, with his 
strong, white dreadnoughts of teeth, crunched 
through with so much ease that we were all 
frightened at the sound. And it was no wonder 
that the gentleman who sat in the seat at the back 
of us was afraid to offer one word of complaint, 
when Mooster sat up and began to lick him all 
over his bald head. As the gentleman with the 
bald head did not appear to relish this as much as 
the dog, the latter had to be drawn back by force 
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and quietly rebuked for his greed in wanting 
a second meal, when he had already had several 
pounds of meaty bones. 

When we had finished dinner Hodgson asked 
me if I was in any hurry to get back home. On 
hearing that I was not, he proposed a walk, and 
off we went. But although I made every effort 
to start a conversation with Hodgson, and to 
sustain it, I failed every time. Sometimes, when 
I had asked him a question, and was expecting an 
answer, I saw, to my surprise, that Hodgson was 
five or six feet away from me, either in front or 
behind. At first I thought he must have had some- 
thing serious on his mind and was unhappy. 
One moment we would be standing in the full 
light, and the next moment we would be standing 
in a dark doorway. One moment we would be 
in the main street, and the next moment in a 
dark, narrow alley. But although I could not 
account for this, I was determined not to question 
Hodgson, but to wait and find out the meaning for 
myself. However, I now began to realize that the 
dog was not following his master, but that the 
master was following his dog. I began to wonder 
why I was there at all. For instance, the dog 
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went where he liked and ignored the both of 
us; and his master could not give me the atten- 
tion that was due to me as a friend and a com- 
panion, however much he would have liked to 
do so. 

This strange behaviour of man and beast went on 
until we came to Carlton House Terrace, and it 
was now that I began to have some fear of the 
consequence. For it was soon obvious to me that 
we were trespassing on private property, and 
that Mooster was to blame for it. Not only 
that, but the houses, which had been in darkness 
until then, suddenly began to show lights in 
their porches and windows, and there were sounds 
of the opening and bolting of doors. Our presence 
had been discovered, that was certain; not be- 
cause we made a great noise, but because the 
place had a churchyard quietness about it. 

‘Hodgson,’ I said, ‘ we’ll be arrested, for I 
believe we are trespassing.’ 

‘It’s all right now,’ answered Hodgson in a 
happy voice, ‘Mooster is very particular where 
he raises his leg, but it’s all right now.’ 

It was now, for the first time, that I had the least 
idea of why we had undertaken that strange walk. 
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‘Particular,’ thought I, * so I should think, seeing 
that we are in the neighbourhood of palaces and 
select clubs.’ 

The walk back home was much less exciting, 
for we all kept close together, Hodgson and I 
talking, and the dog listening to our conversa- 
tion. 




6: ON THE ROAD 


I have two loves, and one is dark, 

The other fair as may be seen ; 

My dark love is Old London Town, 

My fair love is the Country green. 

My fair love has a sweeter breath, 

A clearer face by day; and nights 

So wild with stars that dazzled I 
See multitudes of other lights. 

My dark love has her domes, as round 
As mushrooms in my fair love’s meadows; 

While both my loves have houses old, 

Whose windows look cross-eyed at shadows. 


I had now been living in London for some time 
and, although I was still under the fascination 
of certain sides of its life, such as its magnificent 
shops, its fine old squares, its churches and other 
public buildings, yet, for all that, I was beginning 
to feel the need of a short change. The spring of 
the year had come, and I could neither get plea- 
sure from meeting friends nor from staying at 
home and doing my best creative work. So one 
fine Monday morning I started out for a two 
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weeks’ walk, telling no one of my intention and 
leaving all my letters to accumulate until I 
returned. 

My preparations for this journey were simple 
indeed, for I always had the free use of my two 
arms. In the first place I took a bath and put on an 
old clean shirt and a pair of clean socks. After 
that I took another light and clean shirt, which I, 
rolled up as small as possible, and managed to get 
into my hip pocket. Then I took my razor, a 
comb, a piece of soap, a needle and thread, a 
toothbrush, a small nailbrush for my clothes and 
boots - all of which I wrapped in a handkerchief 
and which now filled a side pocket in my coat. 
In the other side pocket I carried my pipe, 
tobacco and matches. 

Seeing me standing there, no one would f-hink 
for one moment that I was equipped for a two 
weeks’ journey. And, seeing that I would take 
another bath at the end of the first week and put 
on the clean shirt, discarding the old one for good 
-seeing that I would do this, I would, of course, 
have very little to encumber me during the second 
week. The same handkerchief would do for the 
whole time, for I would wash it as often as I 
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liked in the wayside pools or streams, and dry it 
in a few minutes in the wind and sun as I walked 
along. My only extravagance on this journey 
would be to buy a new pair of socks at the end of 
the first week and throw away the dirty ones. 
Other things, contained in my other pockets, such 
as a lead pencil, a small book for scribbling in, a 
pocket-knife, money, etc., I need not mention, for 
these things were always with me. So when I 
started on my two weeks’ journey I had the satis- 
faction of knowing that my looks did not betray 
me; and if I met a friend in the first hour or two, 
he would not know but what I was only out for a 
short walk. 

The difference between a good walker and a bad 
one is that one walks with his heart and the other 
with his feet. As long as the heart is eager and 
willing, the strain on the body is not very import- 
ant; and it is only at night, when his long journey 
is done, that a man’s muscles feel swollen and stiff. 
This means that no man should go forth as a 
wanderer unless he is a true lover of Nature; for 
it is the ever-changing scenery that keeps his 
heart light until the end of his day’s walk. 

Nothing has given me more happiness in the 
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past than to spend the whole month of May in 
wandering about the country-side. I am not free 
for the first day or two of the care that my friends 
have called at my rooms in Town and found them 
unoccupied; and letters have been dropped into 
my letter-box that may require an immediate 
answer. But on the third day my new life brings 
me new thoughts, and I no longer think of friends, 
letters or enemies. Under a fine rainbow, whose 
arc encircles the whole world, there is no space 
for an enemy. 

When I am in Town and meeting people almost 
every day, they seldom leave me without first try- 
ing to prejudice my mind against another. I could 
always say to myself, on their appearance - ‘Here 
they come again, to take away a little more of my 
innocence.’ How it would sweeten the lives of 
these dangerous gossips, and broaden their minds 
too, if they went out into the world alone for a 
month in every year. 

It must not be thought from these words that 
when I go walking all my delight is in Nature, and 
that I am not curious to know something about the 
lives of other wanderers whom I meet on the road. 
For instance, I shall never forget the aggressive 
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little bantam man I once met between St. Albans 


and Luton, who assured me that he had the 


power, by a few swift tricks, known only to him- 
self, of bringing the biggest man flat to the earth 
in less than twenty seconds 1 And he had only just 
finished telling me this when we met a tall, fat 
gipsy, who inquired, in a civil voice, whether we 
had seen anything of his strayed pony. 

‘No,’ answered my little bantam man, annoyed 
at the gipsy’s height and the size of his belly - 
‘No, and if we had we would not give you any 
information.’ 

With these bitter words the bantam suddenly 
rushed forward, and with his two fists began to 
beat a wild tattoo on the gipsy’s belly; and then, 
with the same lightning speed, sprang back to 
safety, expecting to see the giant fall flat to the 
earth. But to our surprise, instead of this happen- 
ing, the gipsy only laughed, and put himself in the 
attitude to fight in earnest. I must confess that I 
was just as much surprised as my little bantam 
friend, for I had always thought that that place, 
especially when big, was the most vulnerable 
place to attack. 

I was not quite quick enough to see whether the 
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bantam’s fists sank into the man’s belly as they 
would into a soft feather pillow, or whether the 
blows slid off like water from a duck’s back - 
whichever it was, it was quite certain that the life 
within that round place was not disturbed in the 
least. In fact, the gipsy, to prove that he was 
nothing the worse for that vicious attack on his 
belly, stuck it farther out, as a challenge to my 
little bantam to repeat his performance. 

This experience, and others that I have men- 
tioned elsewhere, gives the Open Road a certain 
liveliness at times; while Nature still keeps her 
interest for a man when he travels alone. 

But I have found that the majority of these 
tramps - who call themselves ‘true travellers’ - 
are not quite so pugnacious as the little chap I have 
just mentioned above. They talk loud and big, it 
is true, but they are really quite harmless when it 
comes to action. They are only ordinary mortals 
after all. That is to say - every man has the heart 
of a bull when he is meeting nothing but peaceful 
cows; but when the bull himself is met, we would 
all prefer to have no witness to our courage. 

In spite of my knowledge of tramps, and my 
experience with them, I must admit that I 



was 



once deceived by one of them in a most extra- 
ordinary way. The man’s voice was so quiet, and 
he expressed himself in so few words, that I could 
not help thinking he must be a man of tremendous 
power, and applied the proverb to him, that ‘still 
waters run deep.’ Why are we so apt to do this, 
seeing that proverbs are often foolish things to 
listen to and almost always bear a second mean- 
ing ? For instance, what does it matter whether 
still waters run deep or shallow waters make much 
noise — they are to be judged by their clearness and 
absence from mud, and nothing else. We meet so 
many quiet men that have nothing to say, and that 
accounts for their silence. And we must admit that 
a number of our loudest talkers are full of inter- 
esting ideas, although they use too many words to 
express them. 

But the thing that most impressed me with this 
man, whom I have just mentioned, was not so 
much his quiet voice and the few words he uttered, 
but a peculiar way he had of opening one side of 
his lips and showing a glint of white teeth. This 
made him look a very dangerous man indeed. 
And matters were not helped much when the first 
words he said were - ‘My parents were both born 
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in England, but I have enough foreign blood in 
my veins to make myself dangerous if anyone tries 
to take a liberty with me.’ 

I was so impressed by this man’s looks and man- 
ner, that I really expected to see him, in case of 
emergency, turn into a human porcupine, with his 
body suddenly bristling with scores of knives, 
daggers and stilettos. The glint of this man’s 
white teeth could mean nothing else, I felt certain 
of that. ‘If we are attacked by anyone, even a 
dozen men,’ thought I, ‘no one will be able to 
touch or lay hands on this man; and my own 
safety, standing behind his back, will be abso- 
lutely certain, and be a matter of more amusement 
than fear.’ 

All this was foolish for, that very night, when 
there was a skirmish in the lodging-house kitchen, 
in which every person was forced to take a part, 
because of so many people being in a limited 
space — what happened then? This new friend of 
mine, instead of bristling like a porcupine, van- 
ished as mysteriously as a white butterfly -a 
butterfly that has not been seen to leave the open 
light. The very fact that he had been able to do 
so, shows how much fear had quickened his wits; 
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for if he had not left the room while the quarrel 
was young and before a blow had been struck, it 
is certain that he would not have been able to do 
so in the confusion that followed. Yes, he not only 
vanished, but did not even have enough courage 
to return after the battle was over and claim his 
bed, which he had already paid for. 

What I like so much about meeting these strange 
people on the Open Road, is their plain and simple 
characters, which can be known, as a rule, in a 

I J 

few short hours. Things are different in our 
higher grades of society. When I am asked if I ( 
know a certain man, and answer ‘Yes,’ I often feel 
inclined to add with a touch of irony - ‘but only \ 
his face.’ For I certainly cannot understand why 
one writer, who professes a great admiration for 
women, has never written a love-song, and never 
uttered a fine phrase of a woman’s grace or beauty. 
While another author, who is fond of drink, has 
never written a drinking song, or said one word 
in praise of drink or against it. They make litera- 
ture a mask to hide their real personality, and how 
can they expect to attain that strength which only 
comes through honesty and sincerity? 

But the simple people we meet on the Open Road 
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never go to theatres, and their real life never 
reflects the artificial life of the stage. They always 
seem to behave naturally, and never appear to be 
self-conscious and affected. They never affect the 
manners of their betters - unless they imitate 
them among themselves for their own amuse- 
ment. 



7 : TH E JOURNEY 

Shall I have jealous thoughts to nurse, 

When I behold a rich man’s house? 

Not though his windows, thick as stars, 
Number the days in every year; 

I, with one window for each month, 

Am rich in four or five to spare. 

But when I count his shrubberies, 

His fountains there, and clumps of trees, 

Over the palings of his park 
I leap with my primeval blood; 

Down wild ravines to Ocean’s rocks, 

Clean through the heart of No-man’s Wood. 
★ 

I t will be remembered that I was ready to start 
on a two weeks’ journey, and the month was 
May. My intention was to take a train to Bristol, 
and then to walk back to London, coming through 
Bath, Marlborough and Newbury, and other 
towns on the way. As I had no intention of 
writing my experiences, and have taken other 
journeys since then, I cannot remember much 
of that one in particular. The journey was 
taken for health and pleasure, and the only ex- 
citement I needed was to stand alone on a 
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small bridge and look down into the water, or 
to listen to the skylarks and walk in their shower 
of melody. 

However it was quite obvious that I was not a 
professional tramp, and it was impossible to pass 
the numerous beggars that came along without 
being begged for either money or tobacco. But 
although I hardly ever refused one of them, I soon 
began to see that the Bath Road had far too 
many of them for my liking. So I came to the con- 
clusion that it would be much cheaper to find a 
tramp who was going my way, and to have his 
protection against his fellows. For of course no 
tramp would stop and speak to me when he saw 
. that I was already in possession of another. It was 
certainly cheaper to do this, although I gave my 
fellow-traveller a few pennies when I parted from 
him. 

In this way I picked up with a companion at one 
time, just after I had left Bath, of one of the most 
interesting beggars I have ever met; and I soon 
had to make up my mind that he was the first and 
only one of his kind, and a genius among his 
fellow-travellers. To all appearances he was a 
beggar, and yet he carried something in his hand 
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that distinguished him from every other beggar 
I had ever seen- it was an umbrella. If he had 
had others, I, of course, would have understood 
that he was an umbrella-mender, or, to use the 
words of the Open Road — ‘a mush-fakir.’ But 
this was not the case, for all he seemed to possess 
was this one umbrella, and a brand-new one at 
that. However, I came to the conclusion that he 
had either found it or stolen it, and would get rid 
of it for a few pence at the earliest opportunity. 
Under the circumstances, I decided that my 
association with a possible thief might lead to an 
unpleasant break in my journey. But when the 
man spoke to me and walked at my side, I 
thought no more of that, and began to question 
him about his strange career. 

In a few minutes he had told me all. He was a 
money-beggar, it seems, and not a food-beggar, 
and he seldom called at private houses. ‘If I 
succeed in selling an umbrella to a farmer, an 
innkeeper, or one of his customers I get at least 
a shilling for it and sometimes two,’ he said. ‘And 
if they cannot spare that amount, they give me a 
penny or two because they are amused and admire 
the trick.’ 
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‘But don’t you have to buy the umbrellas?’ I 
asked innocently. 

On hearing this my companion gave a short 
laugh and, placing the umbrella in my hand, said - 
‘Have a look.’ 

It was then, for the first time, that I saw the 
umbrella was a dummy and all wood. It was 
made from the straight branch of a small tree 
cut just above the knot and shaped by a sharp 
knife until it was like an umbrella. It had then 
been smoothed by pieces of glass and sandpaper. 
After this certain parts were left in their natural 
colour, and other parts had been painted black, 
the result being that it looked exactly like a closed 
umbrella. 

I came to the conclusion that this strange 
traveller could sell his umbrellas as fast as he 
could make them, and his only expense was an 
occasional tin of black paint and a penny sheet of 
sandpaper. Many an innkeeper would buy one of 
them for the sake of future amusement, when he 
would offer an umbrella to a customer who was 
going home on a wet day. And many a happy 
customer of the monied class would like to take 
one of them home to his wife or daughters. And 
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yet the making of one of these umbrellas was so 
simple that anyone being once shown, could 
make one with ease in about an hour. 

I don t know whether this man looked on me as a 
prospective buyer or not, but I certainly intended 
to give him something before I left him. How- 
ever, this was not to be, for soon after this we 
came across three young sportsmen, who were 
laughing and talking outside an inn. As soon as 
we reached them, my companion, without telling 
me anything of his intention, left my side imme- 
diately and joined their company, while I walked 
on. When I looked back, after I had gone some 
distance, he was still there, and one of the young- 
sters had the umbrella in his hand, deeply inter- 
ested it,seemed. And when I looked back again, 
after walking another forty or fifty yards, I saw 
the same young sportsman leading the way into 
the inn, while the others followed, including my 
late companion. That was the last I saw of him , 
As I went my way I had not the least doubt but 
what the umbrella would be sold for a couple of 
shillings, and that my late companion would also 
receive a bellyful of ale. 

But life is continually changing, and if I passed 
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that way now, in the year 1924, it is hardly likely 
that I would meet another man like that, carrying 
a dummy umbrella. The workhouse tramp is still 
left, but the ingenious beggar is passing away, in 
the same way as the cries of London and the carol 
singers at Christmas, and other old customs. 
Look at that grand old Welsh custom, when 
young couples were allowed and encouraged to 
court in bed between the blankets — who hears of 
it now? This pleasant custom might have con- 
tinued to the present day had it not been for 
certain men who were prophets — but not bards — 
sending up a loud cry that the land was already full 
of bastards. But it seems that such a fine custom 
should have been discontinued because of a few 
accidents of that kind, and that war shpuld be 
allowed to continue, in which such accidents are 
too common to mention. What was a shame in 
times of Peace seems to have been noble in times 
of War. 

Yes, life is continually on the change, and it is 
almost impossible, in these days, for any man to 
keep his own individuality. If he writes love songs 
about cuddling a pretty girl, he is told seriously 
to avoid those pretty toys and study the deeper 
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problems of life; and yet the cuddling of a pretty 
girl has often led to a serious problem indeed. If 
he writes too much about humanity, his work is 
called sordid and dull ; and if he writes too much 
about Nature, it is called lifeless and pretty. Not 
only that, but so much of this criticism is false and 
not to the point. For instance, if I sent the follow- 
ing poem to the press, it would be returned, and 
I will tell you why - although I must say that 
most of my things are accepted by either one 
editor or another: 

Come away, Death, make no mistake, 

There’s no one in that house to die; 

She’s young and strong, though suffering pain, 
And waits to hear her first-born’s cry. 

‘Nay,’ answered Death, ‘there’s no mistake. 

I’ve been to this same house before; 

Though no one saw a corpse come out, 

Or any mourner at the door. 

‘I’ve been to this same house before, 

I know it well from any other: 

And now I come again, to see 

A dead-born child destroy its mother.’ 
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Now if I sent this poem to an editor it would 
probably be returned, and another, whose subject 
was a butterfly or bird, a daisy or a tree, would be 
accepted. The reason for this is that I have been 
labelled as a Nature poet, whom the deeper prob- 
lems of life does not concern. For that reason I 
am not allowed to give my critics the lie, but must 
stick to my butterflies, my bees and my birds. 
The above subject is one for Thomas Hardy, with 
his interest in the deeper things, and not for a 
Nature poet - but why? Every poet is a man of 
moods, otherwise he would be dull indeed. 

But let us return to the great Open Road, which 
some people will find more interesting than these 
remarks on poets and poetry. I had now been 
walking for several days and, forgetting all about 
literature and the business side of life, I was 
thoroughly enjoying my freedom. I would have 
liked to have spent the whole summer in that way, 
going from place to place, and putting up at the 
various inns. It must be remembered that the 
month was May, and if a bird could not sing it 
danced, because of the great light that was in the 
air. 

On one occasion, when I was entering a small 
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town, towards evening, I was spoken to by a 
rather rough and dirty looking beggar, who, after 
saying that he would have to pay ‘sixteen far- 
, things for a feather,’ informed me that he was a 
‘stever’ short. 

From this I gathered that his bed would cost 
him fourpence and, only having threepence 
towards it, he was a penny short. He did not 
appear to be a very interesting type of beggar and 
judging by his ragged clothes and the amount of 
hair on his head and face, did not seem to be very 
successful in his profession. However, it did not 
take me long to oblige him in that small matter 
and, after a few words, we parted. His first ques- 
tion was whether I belonged to the town I was 
going to. 

‘No,’ I answered, ‘but if I can get accommodation 
at one of the hotels, I intend to stay there for the 

i . . y 

night. 

After hearing this he left, thanking me for my 
kindness and hoping we would meet again in the 
morning -a hope that was not mine. 

. Not long after this I was booked for the night in 

j the best hotel in the place, not being able to get 
accommodation elsewhere. This was an expensive 
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part of my journey, and not to my liking. How- 
ever, market day had brought its visitors, and the 
little town only had a limited amount of sleeping 
accommodation for strangers. So I preferred to 
accept the conditions, instead of paying a few 
pence to go by train to the next town, which was 
too far away for an additional walk. 

When I entered this fine hotel to inquire if I 
could be put up for the night, I thought it would 
be wise to make a straightforward little speech at 
once, with the object of preventing the landlord 
from deciding against me. For as I was not driv- 
ing up to his door in a coach or car, or was 
mounted on a horse, and had no more visible 
property than the clothes I wore and the walking- 
stick I carried in my right hand — this being the 
case I thought it would be advisable to let him 
know the reason, and to account for having no bag 
or luggage. So I told him at once that I was taking 
a walking-tour through the country, for a few days 
only, and being lame in one leg, had to travel as 
light as possible. 

I don’t know what impressed this landlord, 
whether it was my simple words or a good tweed 
cloth, but he was certainly very civil. Perhaps he 
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was quite indifferent to these things, and was only 
pleased at the thought of letting one of his best 
rooms. Sometimes I thought he was under the 
impression that I was a rich London merchant 
or one of the nobility, and was respecting me 
accordingly. And when I had called for a drink 
and invited him to join me - at my expense, of 
course -he became more pleasant than ever. 
When I came to consider the matter more closely, 
I came to the conclusion that what impressed thi s 
landlord most was this - that I had not asked him 
one question about his charges, as though I was 
ready to pay him any amount he liked to ask, in 
or out of reason. The landlady also appeared to 
be very gracious, being, I suppose, impressed by 
the effect I had made on her husband. 

When I went to bed that night, the landlord 
himself lighted me up the stairs to my room, and 
when he left he said in a very pleasant voice — 
‘This is your room, sir. I hope you will sleep com- 
fortable and well. I wish you good night, sir.’ 

‘What pleasant people,’ thought I; ‘how pleasant 
it is to hear such kind voices.’ 

The next morning I was down to breakfast just 
after nine o’clock, but what a change had come 
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over my good host and his wife ! For after wishing 
me ‘good morning,’ coldly, they both looked at 
each other in a strange way. It was apparent that 
they had something on their minds, and neither 
one of them had the courage to speak out openly. 
The man looked flushed and confused, but his 
wife’s face was hard and set. ‘What is the 
matter?’ thought I. I remembered every thin g 
that had happened on the previous night, up to 
the very last minute, and nothing seemed to have 
gone wrong. However, I was soon to have an 
explanation, or at least the beginning of one. 

‘A man who calls himself your friend,’ said the 
landlord’s wife, at last, ‘has just called to see if 
you are still here or gone away. And when I told 
him that you had not yet left your room, he said 
he would call again in about half an hour’s time.’ 

‘There must be some mistake,’ I answered, ‘for 
I have no friends in this place, and am travelling 
alone. What kind of man was he?’ 

‘One of the dirtiest and most ragged men I have 
ever seen,’ answered the landlady. 

When I heard this I at once understood every- 
thing, and I felt very sorry indeed for bringing, 
without the least intention, so unwelcome a 
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visitor to their house, which they conducted so 
respectably. 

The next moment I explained everything to the 
landlord, telling him exactly what had happened. 
‘But how did he know I was staying at this 
hotel?’ I asked. 

‘No doubt he made inquiries at other places, ’ 
answered the landlord, ‘and was determined to 
find you.’ 

But although I did not leave my hotel until 
nearly eleven o’clock, the tramp had not returned, 
and I never saw him again. 

I don’t know what the landlord’s first thoughts 
had been when this dirty-looking tramp gave a 
description of me and, hearing that I was there, 
referred to me as his friend. Very likely he 
thought that we were two swindlers who were 
playing some shady game in the various country 
towns; and, although one was well dressed and 
the other was ragged, we were both equals in 
each other’s eyes. 

When I paid my bill, which was quite reasonable, 
the landlord had returned to his respectful 
manner, and his wife, too, appeared to be sorry 
for what had happened. For I had, of course, 
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expressed the deepest regret that I had been the 
cause of so unwelcome a visitor. In the end they 
blamed me gently for being too kind and generous 
to undeserving tramps; ‘which,’ said they, ‘comes 
of your innocence of that kind of life.’ 

"When I left the hotel I was soon asking myself 
this question - ‘What was it that impressed this 
landlord so much that he thought I must be a 
superior person, and yet so little impressed a 
ragged tramp that he had called himself my com- 
panion and friend?’ But there was no accounting 
for this, seeing that we all have different ideas as 
to who is a gentleman and who is not. We are 
still no wiser than the little boy who answered his 
teacher that a gentleman is a man who wears a 
gold watch and chain’; and then, seeing the look 
of disappointment on his teacher’s face, added 
quickly - ‘and loves Jesus.’ 

I was now more than half-way between Bristol 
and London, and had already passed through 
vernake Forest. For some reason or other, I 
found the forest lifeless and monotonous, in the 
same way as I have found Epping Forest. I could 
imagine that the Savernake Forest contained 

was less 
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interesting to me than many a small wood or 
thicket I had seen on the hill-side or in the hollows 
of fields. 

There was nothing very exciting after this; and 
although I was impressed by the steady increase 
of human life and the additional noise and bustle 
as I advanced nearer and nearer to London, yet 
for all that I cannot say that the change was 
unpleasant. There was no doubt but what this 
journey through the quiet country had so increased 
my health and steadied my nerves that I was now 
better able to endure the noise and clamour of a 
city, even as big as London. 

So I entered London, thinking of another soon, 
but not deciding where I would go, or how long 
I would take to make it. 
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8: IN TIME OF WAR 


One night, when I was sleeping all alone, 

Close to a forest, far from any town, 

Up with a cry I started -what was that 
Which shook me here, as though I were a rat! 
I met a black man in the morning light, 

Who said - and fear had made him ashen white - 
‘Where were you when this earth of ours 
Shook terribly in the early hours?’ 

And shall the Himalayas and the Alps 
Wriggle like worms, when the Earth gulps 
Half the Pacific in one breath 1 
Think if the death 
Of countless people — 

When the bells in each surviving steeple 
Toll for the dead in every shaken land, 

Without a touch from any mortal hand; 

Until this Earth lies down again to rest, 

And sleeps without a conscience in her breast. 

Is not the fear of this sufficient then 

That War must cease and Friendship come to men? 

* 


W ar is a cruel thing: it is as cruel as the 
lightning, when it strikes at eyes it has 
already blinded once. When the Great War had 
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signs of a peaceful settlement, there was not a free 
man left in the whole country. The rationing of 
certain commodities made it difficult to change 
our surroundings, and the incivility and brutality 
of shopkeepers made life unpleasant indeed. For 
while our soldiers were fighting abroad, with shot 
and shell, the people at home were conducting a 
civil war among themselves, insulting each other 
on every occasion they met. Friends quarrelled 
without reason, and all because of the high strain 
on their nerves. If I discussed the war with a 
friend, I never knew how he would take it; and 
to say that the best citizens in America were 
Germans, as I firmly believed, was dangerous 
indeed - though I never feared to say so. 

It is only now, when the War has been over for 
years, that I realize how terrible were those days; 
when thousands went mad, and almost every one 
reached the point of madness and were just saved 
in time by the declaration of Peace. Even for a 
year after the Great War was over I feared that 
my own mind was injured enough to have lost 
all its power; like a bird that is injured in the 
wing and lives to hop and chirp, but no longer can 
fly and come into full song. I had fears that this 
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would be the case with myself, as soon as I began 
to set my brain to make substance for a dream, or 
command it to give a plain and solid fact the 
appearance of a strange invention. Yes, many 
and many a time had I crossed the street to avoid 
speaking to some one I knew; and then, because 
he passed on without looking my way, cursed him 
for giving me a cold snub. But I was much 
nearer to madness than this, as will be seen. 

At the beginning of the Great War I was friendly 
with an intelligent German girl, who was soon to 
be deported with others of her nationality. She 
may have been a dangerous spy, but she never 
gave me cause to think so. She defended her own 
country, naturally, in the same way as I defended 
mine. 

‘This fight between England and Germany,’ I 
said, ‘is a contest between a fighter and a boxer. 
The boxer scores points at the beginning, as 
Germany is doing now; but the fighter takes 
punishment and reserves his strength for a great 
onslaught, and wins in the end.’ 

My German girl friend listened to this quite 
calmly, and then said — ‘But if a nation can fight 
as well as box, which is the case with Germany 3 
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will it not triumph over the nation that can fight 
and not box?’ 

This was our first battle of words, and, as I had 
the worst of it, I made another attempt. I com- 
pared the fight between England and Germany as 
a fight between a bull-dog and a collie; which 
begins in favour of the quicker collie, and ends in 
the terrible triumph of the bull-dog dragging the 
collie’s dead body over the stones. ‘This bull-dog 
tenacity of England must win in the end,’ I said. 

But the German girl did not appear in any way 
alarmed at these words, and answered calmly — 
‘Yes, but unfortunately for us all Germany has the 
same bull-dog tenacity.’ 

How often have I thought of these words, seeing 
that the War lasted so many years, and might 
have gone on much longer had not Germany been 
threatened by the millions of America. 

As I have already said, we were nearly all on 
the verge of madness before the end of the War. 
In my own case this madness took an extraordinary 
turn, for I persuaded myself that I was being 
annoyed and persecuted by my neighbour. This 
affected me so seriously at last that I thought every 
little sound, the moving of furniture or the poking 
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of a fire, was meant to annoy me. JVly ears were 
open to the very slightest sounds, and I blamed 
my neighbour for them all, in spite of my know- 
ledge that the old walls had been hollowed by 
mice which went to and fro at all hours of the day 
and night. 

When I heard a very small sound, I said to 
myself - ‘How artful and malicious she is! That 
little sound is only to let me know that she is still 
there, and to get ready for a greater nuisance to 
follow. And when she played the piano after 
that, I felt certain that she had only made that 
first little noise as a mistress in the art of cruelty, 
to warn me of the more terrible noises that would 
follow. 

Now when I thought I had been cruelly annoyed 
and persecuted for over three months, I made up 
my mind to see into the matter, and went to see 
a lawyer about it. But after a month of corre- 
spondence and interviews, nothing seemed to have 
been done to abate the nuisance, and I soon had 
to pay a bill for several pounds. 

After this failure I tried the police, and was 
visited off and on by a number of plain-clothes 
detectives ; to each of whom I gave a glass of wine 
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or whisky, and received in exchange a hearty 
handshake and a knowing wink. But after this my 
next-door neighbour got worse, ten times worse 
than she had ever been. So I took advantage of 
my name as an author and procured an introduc- 
tion to the Chief of Police at Scotland Yard; and 
to him I accused the other police of bribery, saying 
that they had informed my neighbour of my com- 
plaints and made her worse. For I felt certain in 
my mind that these detectives had interviewed 
her, and that she had given them money — which 
I had not - so as to be allowed to continue her 
annoyance. 

I found the Chief of Police to be kind and full of 
sympathy, and he promised to do all he could to 
help me, although he could not see exactly what 
could be done. ‘The house is a brothel,’ he said, 
‘and we have already raided it once and deported 
two of its inmates. But now, it being war time, we 
cannot very well deport these people to Belgium, 
where they belong, because that country is now 
our ally. So, since these people must be allowed to 
remain here for the time being, they will still be 
the same nuisance wherever they are. But I 
promise to do what I can to help you.’ 

Il6 


TIME OF WAR 


Now that very night, after I had seen the Chief 
of Police at Scotland Yard, I was visited by a 
certain detective, who had been to see me on 
several occasions before. But this man had no 
sooner seated himself in my room than he began, 
to my astonishment, to tell me of his own troubles. 
For instead of inquiring about my next-door 
neighbour, whether she was behaving better or 
worse, he began to tell me of his own loss of sleep 
in the early morning, after he had been working 
all night. It seems that an Italian organ-grinder 
lived next door to him, and played his organ for a 
quarter of an hour or more early every morning, to 
see if it was in good condition for the day’s work. 
‘And there is no law to stop that man from doing 
so,’ said the detective. 

When I heard this, I asked myself, of course — ‘If 
this man, who represents the Law, has no power 
to help himself, how can I expect him to help 
me!’ 

But although this news surprised me, the news 
that followed almost took away my breath. ‘We 
have had orders,’ continued my kind friend, the 
detective, ‘to keep an eye on number 14.’ 

‘No, no,’ I said, hastily, ‘you mean number 1 5, 
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and not 14. My next-door neighbour is number 
15, but I am number 14.’ 

‘There is not the least mistake,’ he answered, 
‘our orders are to keep a sharp eye on number 14.’ 

‘But this is all foolish,’ I said, ‘for when the shop 
closes at night, I am the only one that is left on 
the premises.’ 

However, in spite of all I could say, the man still 
maintained that his orders were to keep a sharp 
eye on number 14. 

This was all a mystery to me at the time; but 
when I consider the matter now, in after years, I 
have come to the conclusion that the police were 
either afraid that my neighbours would murder 
me, or that I would murder them, and thought it 
easier and wiser to watch me instead of them. 

When I heard the detective say this, that my 
house was to be watched and not my neighbour’s, 
I was so surprised and annoyed that I could not 
help telling him that there was a saying that ‘the 
Law was an ass,’ and that I was now convinced 
that that was so. 

‘You say that you can’t stop a nuisance?’ I asked, 
as he was leaving. 

‘That’s just what I do say,’ he answered. 
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‘Well,’ I continued, ‘if you have no power to 
prevent my neighbour from being a nuisance, you 
will have none to prevent me, if I become a greater 
nuisance — will you?’ 

‘What are you going to do?’ he asked, rather 
anxiously. 

‘Come and see me in a week’s time,’ I answered, 
‘and you will find that my neighbour is much 
more quiet, and it will all be my own doing.’ 

Now the nuisance I complained of took many 
forms, but the principal one was that my neigh- 
bour, who slept through the early part of the day, 
sat up all night until about four o’clock in the 
morning, and played the ‘Marseillaise’ on a piano. 
‘This being the case,’ thought I, ‘why should I 
not sit up after four o’clock in the morning, when 
she is tired, and keep her awake with a far more 
rousing and formidable tune, namely, ‘The March 
of the Men of Harlech’? 

In less than an hour after having this idea, I was 
back in the house with a common cheap gramo- 
phone, with one record only - ‘The Men of Har- 
lech.’ 

That night my neighbour was as noisy as ever, 
for she played the ‘Marseillaise’ and other things 
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from nine o’clock in the evening until half-past 
three the following morning. But although I lay 
awake all that time, I was still a happy man, for I 
knew what was to follow. After half-past three it 
was all quiet, but I waited until four o’clock, to 
give my neighbour a chance to settle down. When 
the clock struck four, I got out of bed and the first 
thing I did was to throw a heavy flat-iron into 
the empty grate, so that the sudden noise would 
wake her first, to prepare her for ‘The Men of 
Harlech.’ ‘The Men of Harlech’ was played once, 
but there was no response from my neighbour in 
the next house. It was played the second time 
and then I heard movements, for the wall that 
divided us was thin. But after I had played my 
national anthem for the third time, there came a 
hard banging on the wall, followed by a torrent 
of abuse. Her English words were so bad, and 
so little to be mistaken, that it almost frightened 
me to think of what she must have called me in 
her native tongue, which I did not understand. 
But in spite of this, I played ‘ The Men of Har- 
lech’ once more, before I got back into bed, happy 
with my first result. 

Xhe effect of this was seen on the following 
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night, for although she played the ‘Marseillaise’ up 
to twelve o’clock, and then gave the wall a terrific 
thud of defiance - it ended with that. And as I 
was now satisfied that her malicious spirit was 
broken, I let ‘The Men of Harlech’ rest. But I 
don’t know what happened on the third night, 
whether she was drunk or was determined not to 
surrender - all I know is that she became as noisy 
as ever. So I waited again until four o’clock, and 
once more I attacked the ‘Marseillaise’ with 
‘The Men of Harlech,’ which I now played six 
times in succession. That was the end of our little 
war. For although she strongly resented this by 
throwing things against the wall and abusing me 
with her tongue, yet for all that the house soon 
became so quiet that I did not know whether it 
was inhabited or not. 

I have often wondered whether the poor woman 
was suffering from nerves, and meant no personal 
harm at all. But as my own nerves were also in 
a terrible state, I could not be expected to be as 
kindly and generous as I would be now. For 
instance, although the police had told me that the 
woman belonged to a certain class, yet, being an 
unmarried man, I was more prejudiced in her 
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favour than against her, and would make a poor 
and indifferent inspector of morals. I had already 
told the police this, and only wanted them either 
to persuade or force her to conduct her house 
more quietly and not annoy her neighbours. 

The great difficulty in a matter of this kind is 
that we have no means of knowing the truth 
whether people are only naturally noisy or whether 
they are noisy from spite. If it is the former the 
kindest and wisest thing to do is to let them have 
their own way by going to live elsewhere. But 
when we think people are against us, and are 
annoying us from spite, the spirit is in us to 
fight back and show our right to live where we 
like. 

I have often thought of the delightful little 
comedy that could be made out of an episode of 
this kind. Any young dramatist is welcome to it 
if he is capable of working it out. For although 
my opera is still unacted, and I am not allowed to 
add the name of dramatist to my name of poet, 
yet for all that I have already had some of my 
ideas stolen for the Stage. 

The little bit of comedy I have mentioned would 
only consist of one scene, in which two bedrooms 
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are seen one above the other. The man who 
sleeps in the room below will be nervous, sus- 
picious, and with a strong sense of being perse- 
cuted. The man in the room above will be good- 
natured and innocent, but naturally clumsy and 
noisy. The scene opens with the man below, who 
has just gone to bed. While he is undressing 
' he does nothing but abuse other people, saying 
that he cannot get a wink of sleep owing to the 
I noise made by his neighbour, which is all done 
i out of malice and petty spite. % 

Not long after this the top-floor man comes 
home, and mounts the stairs to his room. He is a 
big, heavy, good-natured fellow, and, being out of 
breath when he reaches his room, falls heavily 
into a chair. When the man in the room below 
hears this, he begins at once to curse and swear. 
This swearing does not escape the other, for he 
begins to say - ‘I wonder what is the matter with 
that poor fellow downstairs ; he always appears to 
be muttering to himself.’ 

Saying this he begins to knock the dust out of 
his pipe, using the grate for that purpose. On 

I hearing this the man downstairs shouts out, 
Why don’t you hammer and thud, instead of 
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making those cowardly, tantalizing little noises to 
annoy me!’ 

‘He has them properly to-night,’ says the man 
above, hearing his neighbour’s voice, but not 
hearing the words. 

After a while the man upstairs begins to take 
off his boots and, as soon as he has one in hand 
drops it on the floor. ’ 

This causes another outburst of temper from his 
neighbour below, which is so violent that the 
man above begins to get frightened, saying - 
‘The poor fellow is going mad.’ ' ~ 

With these words he begins to puff at his 

pipe in no great hurry to take off his other 
boot. 

Bui while he is smoking quietly and thinking 
with all kindly feeling of his strange neighbour, 
that man is seen sitting up in bed with his ears 
open and his eyes staring with terror, for he 
knows that the man upstairs has another boot to 
drop, and has only dropped one. At last he can 
bear the terrible suspense no longer and, looking 
up into the ceiling, shrieks - ‘Ho, there, you 
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These things may sound amusing now, but 
during the War it was quite common to meet 
people who had the red light of danger before 
their eyes all the time, and whose ears were 
affected by the least sound. I remember one even- 
ing during that time when the star Venus shone 
particularly bright, and how a number of people 
could not be persuaded that it was a star. Think- 
ing it was another engine of war, they went 
whispering to each other -‘What light is that!’ 
They connected everything they saw with the 
Great War, and every thunderstorm was another 
bombardment by the enemy. 

On one occasion, when I was walking in Hyde 
Park, a lady caught me by the arm and, pointing 
to the sky, where a thin moon was showing part 
of its rim behind a cloud, exclaimed — ‘Look, 
there’s an airship; does it belong to Germany or 
England?’ 

But although I assured her that it was only the 
moon, she shook her head and hurried away to 
find a place of safety, I suppose. 

When I walked the streets of London, after the 
War had been going on for years, and saw how 
the lonely women in black increased in numbers, 
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being the widows and mothers of soldiers, I could 
not help judging life by them; and looking on 
every soldier as a dead lover, with a happy and 
unsuspecting girl at his side. 


9 : READING FOR CHARITY 

All from his cradle to his grave, 

Poor devil, man’s a frightened fool; 

His Mother talks of imps and ghosts, 

His Master threatens him at school. 

When half a man and half a boy, 

The Law complains of his high blood; 

And then the Parson threatens him 
With hell, unless baptized for good. 

Soon after, when a married man, 

He fears the humours of his Spouse; 

And, when a father, fears to spend 
One shilling that his Babes might lose. 

Then comes Old Age, Lumbago, Gout, 
Rheumatic Pains that ache and sting: 
j All from his cradle to his grave, 

I Poor devil, man’s a frightened thing. 

* 

A man has enough trouble in his life, in a 
natural way, without having the best years 
of it spent in a war. And, strange to say, although 
a Christian belief is more necessary at that time 
than any other, yet that is the very time when it 
fails; and people become bitter and cold in their 
| complaint of the God they once worshipped, and 

I now call merciless. It is most difficult to expect 
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a woman to put her trust in God when she is left 
alone in the world, having lost her husband and 
three or four sons. 

I am not what might be called a Christian man, 
and yet I would not be called an Atheist. I do not 
like the company of unbelievers; not because I 
disagree with their opinions, but because they are 
loud and vulgar, and their opinions are shouted 
to all comers, whether we are interested or not. 
Not only that, but if people are happy in a certain 
belief, why attack it? Surely there is no more 
virtue in trying to take the joy out of a man’s soul 
than there is in taking the bread out of his mouth. 
However, although I am not a Christian man, I 
still have my own ideas of a future state. It is 
this - that if we are hunted and pursued in this 
life by malicious enemies, so, in the life to come, 
it is we that will be the hunters and our enemies 
the hunted. This idea comes from no vindictive 
spirit, for I certainly have no desire or hope that 
such will be the case. It comes from the know- 
ledge that I have never wilfully done harm to 
anyone on earth, either man, woman or child. 
My capacity for taking punishment has been 
tremendous, but the spirit to inflict it on another 
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was not given to me at birth. But in this new life 
to come, it will be the decree of the reigning 
powers that I shall ride on the backs of my 
enemies, and they will live in fear of me from 
hour to hour. This will go on until we die again 
and enter into another new state of life. For 
there is probably more states of life than one or 
two; and even in our next life to this, we will 
not be much wiser than we are now, to know 
what extraordinary life will be the end of all. 

When this terrible world war was about half- 
way through, it can be said with certainty that 
there was scarcely one idle life in all England. The 
way in which our rich and fashionable women 
devoted their lives to the war was extraordinary 
in its unselfishness, and there were no idle rich, 
regardless of either, age or sex. In saying this I 
do not forget the old ‘Farmhouse’ in Southwark, 
the common lodging-house in which I lived when 
I published my first book. At the beginning of 
the War it was supposed, like other houses of its 
kind, to consist of social outcasts, about ninety 
men in all; wasting their lives by standing in the 
gutters and selling papers and other trifles, or 
doing odd jobs at the different markets. The roll 
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of honour for that house of ninety social outcasts 
was twenty men! 

One scheme to get funds towards the War, 
which was started by these ladies in high life, was 
particularly successful. It was to get together a 
number of poets to read their own work in some, 
large drawing-room, which would be lent for the 
occasion. Tickets would be sold at a high price, so 
that at the end of the performance there would 
be a clear sum of several hundreds of pounds. 
For, of course, there would be no expense, unless 
it were a few pounds for printing programmes. 
But even these little sheets were sold for twenty 
and thirty times their worth, and it was all a part 
of the scheme to realize a larger sum. 

The first meeting of this kind was held at Byron’s 
old house in Piccadilly, with Augustine Birrell in 
the chair; and among the readers were Yeats and 
Belloc, who read their own poems; while two or 
three well-known actors recited the works of 
others. 

Now it must be remembered that I am a very 
shy man, but not having courage to refuse help 
in a good cause, I allowed my name to be entered 
for that event. I had not the remotest idea of 
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what would happen, for up till then I had never 
once read my own work aloud to anyone. How- 
ever, I had the consolation to think that although 
people might think that I was a very bad reader 
they would not be able to say that I was a very 
bad poet. 

At last the terrible day came, and it was not long 
before I was a part of that packed audience, wait- 
ing for my name to be called as the next reader. 
The meeting had opened with a witty speech by 
the chairman, after which Yeats read some of his 
most beautiful poems, which made the beginning 
a great success. Others followed, and then came 
two or three bad readers -who were not bad 
poets -and the audience began to show less 
enthusiasm. And when my name was called at 
this critical time, I was almost in a state of col- 
lapse, because of the failure of the men who had 
just read and the coldness of the audience. For, 
seeing that I had never before been on a public 
platform, and had never once taken a lesson in 
elocution, how could I feel otherwise? 

However, it was not long before I was on the 
platform and, setting my eyes on my manuscript, 
was determined not to raise them again until my 
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reading was over. But I had no sooner finished 
reading my first poem than the audience began to 
cheer, a thing they had not done before; and the 
chairman, who had been sitting silently in his 
chair, during the other readings, began to show 
his approval by saying every now and then- 
‘Yes, yes; ah, yes,’ with almost as much excite- 
ment as the audience. One of the poems caused 
such a stir that I did not know what to do. A 
small group of young men began to cry out my 
name, and two or three ladies raised their voices 
to a higher pitch, crying - ‘The Moon ! The 
Moon!’ which was the name of the poem I had 
just read. I need hardly say that when I had 
finished there were loud cries of ‘Encore,’ and I 
was sent back to read again, just as I was escaping 
through an open door. 

When I was standing at the back of the audience, 
after I had done reading, and ready to slip away, 
a tall lady came up to me, and, saying that she 
was Clara Butt, congratulated me on my success- 
ful reading, and asked me if I would give her my 
MS. poems. But I told her that two of the poems 
were new, and I had no other copies of them, 
which disappointed her, I believe. However, I 
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sent her a book of poems in a few days after, but 
have had no cause to think she ever read them. 

I have said that when I stood on the platform 
I set my eyes on my MS., without the courage to 
raise them. But during the clamour, when the 
enthusiasm was greatest, I looked up once, for 
about one second, and it was during that very 
short time that I saw a most remarkable sight. 
For at the very back of the audience, I saw a 
round, smiling light, and it was a woman’s face. 
It could not be seen by anyone else, only the two 
men that faced the audience, the chairm a n and 
myself. That the beauty of one woman should 
show like that, when the room held other women 
who were famous for their beauty, is hardly to be 
conceived. If I had been a lover and was looking 
for the face I loved most and found it, people 
would smile at my exaggeration and understand 
it. But as I am not certain, even to the present 
day, who the face belonged to, it will be under- 
stood that I am not exaggerating its beauty. It 
stood out by itself, a clear, distinct light, and made 
its surroundings uninteresting and dark. When I 
mentioned this to a friend of mine, some time 
after the event, he said it was the face of a certain 
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well-known actress who is famous for her beauty. 

Not long after this there was another reading, at 
which Yeats read again, followed by others. But 
just before Yeats began to read, a certain poet • 
whose turn had not come, got up and walked into 
an ante-room. I would not have taken much notice 
of this had it not been for an American poet, j 
who said — ‘Do you notice that?’ 

‘Yes,’ I answered, ‘I suppose it is too warm in 
this room, and he has gone to that window for a 
little fresh air.’ 

‘No, no,’ said the American poet, ‘it is not that; 
it is because Yeats and he are not very friendly.’ ’’ 

‘Why?’ I asked. 

‘I don’t know exactly,’ answered the American 
poet, ‘but I believe it is through sitting together { 
on so many committees.’ 

This made me register another important fact in 
my mind — never sit on committees. However, 

I am very glad that that other poet was not on the 
committee that awarded Yeats the Nobel Prize; 
otherwise it might have gone into less deserving ■ 
hands. j 

Some time after this I was at another fashionable 
drawing-room, where I read for an hour, and was \ 
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the only reader. On that occasion the War 
benefited, I believe, to the extent of a hundred 
pounds. At the end of the reading, I was 
approached by a tall, graceful old lady, who 
introduced herself as Lady Ritchie. I was so 
charmed with her that I accepted at once an 
invitation to lunch with her on the following day: 
although I did not know that she was Thackeray’s 
daughter, or that Thackeray ever had any 
daughters, for that matter; and I was certainly 
not influenced by her being a lady of title. I 
accepted the invitation because of a wonderful 
charm in her voice and manner which did not 
seem to belong to the present age - and in spite 
of my dislike of these social engagements. 

When I was there on the following day it seemed 
a strange, old-fashioned little world that I had dis- 
covered. I was at the house of Thackeray’s daugh- 
ter and I met there one of Dickens’s daughters 
too. And it was strange indeed to hear Lady 
Ritchie talking so naturally of Tennyson and 
Browning, and other Victorians, without any 
reference at all to the living writers whom I was 
there to represent. It was quite obvious that Lady 
Ritchie knew nothing of my work, and her only 
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interest in me came from two things. First, I had 
impressed her as a reader of poetry. Secondly, she 
was delighted to meet an author for the first time 
fj in her life who had actually worked with his own t 

hands; from necessity, and not with the object of ' 
writing a book. ‘And you,’ she said, looking at 
me with wonder and interest, ‘you have actually i 
worked with your own hands for a living, like the 
common men we meet in the street. How extra- 
|j ordinary!’ 

I could have said that I had always done my best 
to avoid doing that and had only done so when 
forced by circumstances, and that I was far from ? 
being proud of what I had done in that way - but 
I did not like to destroy Lady Ritchie’s world of 
wonder. t 

After lunch, when we were talking, just before 
| I left, Lady Ritchie showed me a portrait drawing 

of herself, done by a master. Now the first thing 
| I had noticed in Lady Ritchie was this — that she 

had a sweet, simple smile that never seemed to 
leave her face. It was one of those smiles that a f 
woman sometimes retains all through her life, 
which is unaffected by wrinkles, false teeth or 
shrunken flesh. This smile was the very first -! 
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thing that I had noticed in her, and it was the only 
thing that I was to remember. The portrait was 
done when she was a girl of seventeen, I believe, 
and when I looked I saw to my astonishment that 
the portrait was as much like the woman of seventy 
as it was of the girl of seventeen. It was the smile 
that mattered, and we could not think of age, 
whether we looked at the woman herself or at 
her portrait. 

These readings soon led to others of a different 
kind, where one or two poets would be invited 
to dinner and, when the dinner was over, others 
would come in until there was a large party. At 
last I began to think I was being used as a public 
entertainer, and came to the conclusion that I 
could be better employed at home in writing new 
poems instead of reading old ones for the plea- 
sure of others. However, I was not justified in 
this, for wherever I went other people, as well as 
poets, tried to do something themselves to make 
the party successful. For instance, at one of these 
houses Lord Crewe took the floor and tried to 
remember and recite a poem he had written in 
his youth, but without much success. 


Up to the present I have only dealt with literary 
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men, for I did not meet many artists and painters 
until later in my life. But to give this book some 
variety, I will finish my chapters on literary men 
by mentioning Arnold Bennett and Arthur 
Symons, although I did not meet them until after 
the War. These two writers were the last literary 
men of consequence that I have met; while St. 
John Adcock was the first, closely followed by 
Edward Thomas. 

The first time I met Adcock I judged him to be 
a very young man; and when he began to talk of 
his children I came to the conclusion that he would 
not have many, and that they would be young and 
small. So when I paid him a visit on the following 
day, I had my pockets full of penny toys — a 
monkey on a stick, a couple of tin trumpets and a 
penny whistle. But when the first child came in 
I saw to my alarm that she was a young woman of 
sixteen or seventeen years of age; and even her 
younger sister, who came after, was far too big 
and old to welcome my toys. So I said nothing 
about them, and gave the toys to some poor 
children whom I met on my way back home. 

The first thing I did on meeting Arnold Bennett, 
was to thank him for the early encouragement he 
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had given to my work when he used to write 
reviews under the name of ‘Jacob Tonson,’ in his 
own early days of journalism. This was a splendid 
introduction, and we were soon at ease, sitting 
side by side and well pleased with each other’s 
company. 

‘Whatever I have said as Jacob Tonson,’ said 
Arnold Bennett, ‘you are at liberty to repeat under 
the name of Arnold Bennett. Tell your publisher 
that.’ 

But while we were talking in this way, the gong, 
which we had not heard, had gone for dinner, and 
people were waiting for us to move into the 
dining-room. So we had to be reminded. Strange 
to say, nothing went right after that, and I began 
to see that Arnold Bennett was not the same man 
in a mixed crowd as he had been when we were 
together. For when I said something at dinner 
in praise of a certain play, he said emphatically - 
‘I don’t agree with you, Davies, the thing is 
bad.’ 

Hearing this I waited, of course, to hear him 
give some reason, but to my surprise, he said 
again, after a long pause - ‘the thing is bad.’ 

. Still giving him another chance, I waited again 
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and, after a second long pause, out came the 
same words — ‘the thing is bad.’ 

Now if he had only increased his vehemence, 
such as — ‘the thing is bad, the thing is rotten, the 
thing is damn bad’ — if he had only done this, 
I would have felt much less disappointed. 

My first meeting with Arthur Symons, at the 
beginning of my literary career, had to be post- 
poned owing to his serious illness, which lasted 
for years. And although I have met him since, I 
prefer to think of the man in his full powers, when 
he was the greatest critic of his day. I shall never 
forget how his one voice silenced all our literary 
Professors when they were comparing Stephen 
Phillips to Shakespeare and Marlow, and the way 
he did it, too ! Not by quoting the poet at his 
worst, but by taking the very passages that those 
professors were raving about, and showing that 
they were little better than rhetoric. 

To be praised by Arthur Symons in those days 
meant the favour of the whole Press, which I was 
not long in finding out. His words were quoted 
everywhere, and every journalist I came in contact 
with told me of my good fortune in being praised 
by Arthur Symons. 
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This life in London - what a waste 
Of time and comfort, in this place; 

With all its noise, and nothing seen 
But what is stone or human face. 

Twigs thin and bare, like sparrows’ legs. 

Yet back to Nature I must go — 

To see the thin, mosquito flakes 
Grow into moths of plumper snow. 

What is this life if, like bad clocks, 

We keep no time and are but going; 

What is my breath worth when I hear 
A hundred horns and whistles blowing. 

The rushing cars that crunch their way, 

Still followed by the heavy carts; 

Till I, with all my senses stunned, 

Am deafened to my very thoughts. 

★ 

I t was winter now, yet for all that my thoughts 
went back to a quiet life in the country, al- 
though I knew that there were no flowers, and 
no birds singing, and the trees were bare. I was 
now getting tired of meeting people day after 
day, but there was no escape, for the Great War 
had now fastened every individual down to one - 
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place, where he was rationed for the necessities 
of life. Not only that, but it was impossible to 
find either a single room or a small house to let; 
and the only way to get a house was to buy it, 
and it needed money to do that. There were 
plenty of houses to be sold, but none to be let. 
Under these conditions, there was nothing to do 
but to make the best of life in London, and wait 
until the end of the War gave me freedom to go 
where I liked. 

My readings for charity had now led me into 
another kind of life, where I met some inter- 
esting people. One of the most brilliant hostesses 
was Lady Cunard, whose luncheons were often 
attended by the Prime Minister and his family, 
by Balfour and others. 

Lady Cunard was so straightforward that I took 
to her at once, for I knew that she would have no 
fear of saying to my face the things she would 
say behind my back. She was brilliant and witty 
and had a delightful way of misplacing her words, 
as when she spoke of the unrivalled ignorance of 
the Prime Minister, or the irreproachable im- 
becility of the House of Lords. 

This is the strange way in which Lady Cunard 
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introduced three poets to a new-comer, when we 
stood talking together before lunch. ‘This is Mr. 
A , who is a poet; this is Mr. Davies, the 
poet; and this is Mr. C--, who also writes 
verses.’ 

People who know what this lady was doing at 
that time to help Opera, to make the name of 
a young and unknown artist, and to help literary 
men who were poor -people who knew these 
things would see nothing unkind in this. 

Just as we sat down to lunch, Balfour r^ m e in, 
straight from affairs of State, and took a seat 
next to the hostess, nodding at one or two people 
he knew. 

‘That man there,’ said Lady Cunard, dramatic- 
ally, and pointing me out with her finger, - ‘is 
W. H. Davies, the poet. He writes beautiful 
poetry, and his prose book, The Autobiography of 
a Super-tramp — ’ But when Lady Cunard got 
as far as this, Balfour exclaimed, almost impati- 
ently — ‘Don’t talk to me of the work of Davies, 
for I know it far better than you do.’ 

Soon after this Lady Cunard was talking of ‘the 
curious lack of intellect in the House of Lords.’ 
To which Balfour answered that the House of 
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Lords contained more intellect than the House of 
Commons, but had less force to apply it. 

This was followed by a discussion about the 
Law of Divorce, which one of the party said was 
made too difficult. ‘No,’ said another of the party, 
‘it is not that divorce should be made more 
easy, but that marriage should be made more 
difficult.’ 

When it came to this Lady Cunard, to my con- 
fusion, asked me loudly and personally for my 
opinion, and drew all eyes towards me. But I was 
so long in thinking of the matter, that another 
person relieved me of the responsibility, and said 
something else. If they had only waited another 
second or two I was going to say — ‘The whole 
problem is easily solved by making it impossible,’ 
which would have given them all a little amuse- 
ment. 

Probably the greatest moment of that hour, to 
me at least, was when Balfour was speaking of 
his former position as Prime Minister, and re- 
ferred to it as ‘before my fall.’ When he used 
these three simple little words, it seemed to me 
to be the utterance of a god, and not a man. It 
seemed to me to be the one big moment, and 
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strangely out of place among those efforts at wit 
which I admit were mostly successful. 

Some time after this I heard Sir Robert Horne 
tell a rather good story, in which Balfour’s singu- 
lar and unique way of looking at things makes 
his wit a thing of its own, and entirely different 
from other people’s. At that time there was a 
certain dance being performed, which some people 
thought to be too bold and immodest for a civil- 
ized country like England. As it was causing a 
great sensation, and was being discussed very 
earnestly by religious people, some members of 
the Cabinet thought in the interest of the State, 
that they would go and see the dance for them- 
selves. When they had seen it, and the dance was 
over, they each gave his own opinion, one saying 
that die dance was disgraceful, another that it 
was a little immodest, but could be much worse, 
etc. Balfour was the last to speak, and they all 
stood pairing to hear his opinion. ‘All I can see,’ 
said Balfour, ‘is this — one person seems to be 
trying to impede the progress of one of the J 
opposite sex.’ 

My fame as a reader of poetry had now spread 
into all the fashionable houses of London, but 
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I knew what I was doing; and stood ready at any 
moment to call a halt. I was treated so w^l at 
these houses that I never once had cause to com- 
plain. What consoled me was the thought! that 
if I stayed at home I would not, under the present 
conditions of war, be able to do any mental 
work. d 

On another occasion I was at a party given by 
Lady Randolph Churchill, of which Colonel 
Repington has written in his Reminiscences. I 
have been told, but have not read his book, that 
he introduces me as a poet who told a story, about 
a cat, which no one appeared to understand or to 
be interested in. Now the truth of the hatter 
is this — the story was certainly understood and 
caused a great amount of interest. Probably 
Colonel Repington, in writing his book, did not 
remember it and, having introduced my name 
as one of the party, had to say something about 
me. However, he has now left the story- for my 
own telling, and I am grateful to him for leaving 
me this fresh material for my own book. This 
is the story of the cat. 

The night before this party, when I had been 
lying in bed, I had jumped up suddenly, under 
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the impression that a cat, or some other large 
animal, had leapt on my breast. But after I had 
thrown it off with my two arms, and had not 
heard its body fall on the floor, I came to the 
conclusion that I had been dreaming, although I 
could almost swear that I was awake. On the 
following morning a friend, who lived in the 
rooms above, came in to see me, and said — ‘I 
hope I did not disturb you when I cam e in 
late last night.’ 

‘No,*? I answered, ‘I did not hear you.’ 

‘It is likely,’ he continued, ‘that I saved you 
from having a bad time; for when I reached your 
landing I found a large cat lying on the rug out- 
side yqpr bedroom door. So I took it down stairs, 
and gave it a chance to go to its own home.’ 

This was the story, with my comment that I 
thought that that cat had the power to make its 
presence known behind my locked door, without 
my having the least suspicion that it was there. 
The story is quite simple and caused some in- 
terest. I have never been known to be vague 
either in my work or conversation, and my mean- 
ing has never been lost in too many words; and 
that is why I cannot understand why Colonel 
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Repington did not remember it. Perhaps it was 
because he had had no more idea of writing a 
book at that time than I had. However, I must say 
that the best thing that was said after lunch, and 
the only thing I can remember, came from Colonel 
Repington himself, when he startled some of the 
ladies present by saying firmly and distinctly - ‘I 
have found men to be far more innocent th an 
women.’ When they heard this, it was quite 
obvious that some of the ladies who were present 
had a hard look; and it was quite clear that even 
a poet talking about a cat was much pleasanter to 
listen to. 

But although I may forget Colonel Repington ’s 
remark, and also my own story of the cat, I shall 
never forget the charming little ceremony at the 
end of the meal, and which I had not expected. 
It was when a servant brought in a large plate 
of broken bread, and stood standing there until 
Lady Randolph was ready to leave the table. 
When this bread arrived, I was considerably 
alarmed, for I had an idea that it played some 
part in our own meal, which apparently was over. 
So I made up my mind that if others refused the 
crumbs, so would I — in case I committed a breath 
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of good manners. However, my suspense was 
soon over, for as soon as Lady Randolph Churchill 
was on her feet, she led the way into the garden, 
i closely followed by the plate of crumbs. Taking 
the bread in her own hands, she then distributed 
it for the pigeons and sparrows, that were already v/ 
i in waiting. After this charming little ceremony, 
we all made our way to the drawing-room, while 
I lingered in the rear to see the first birds picking 
at the soft, white bread. 

i It will be seen from this that my experience in 
| another kind of life from the one I had been used 
to was far from unpleasant. If anything could be 
said against it, the fault was entirely my own; 
it was because of my shyness, which often made 
j it painful for me to meet more than two or three 
people at a time. On one or two occasions this 
has taken the form of panic and fright, and I 
have actually left people’s houses without wishing 
anyone good-bye. On one occasion, when I was 
due to read for some charity at Leighton House, 
my courage failed me at the very door, and I 
returned home immediately. I then wrote a note 
of apology, saying that I could not find the place, 
j At another time, when I was standing at the 

149 

i 



LATER DAYS 

door, waiting for a favourable opportunity to 
open it and slip away without being seen, the 
door was suddenly opened by a well-known lady 
journalist, whom I did not know at that time. 
Seeing the door opened suddenly, the host had 
stepped forward quickly and introduced us. The 
lady seemed pleased to meet me and led the way 
to a couple of chairs, so that we could talk in 
comfort. 

But she had no sooner turned her back than I 
seeing the open door, slipped out and never 
returned. What she thought of this conduct, 
which looked very much like an insult, as though 
1 did not want to have anything to do with her - T 
cannot sa y . Yes, I can: she bought it so J 
gentlemanly and rude that since then I have 
been able to trace her displeasure in the Press - 
unsigned -of course. What a pity she did not 
know the truth, especially as my conduct gave 
her so much pain. For when I slipped away I 
was bored with so many people in one small 
room, the bad air, and the impossibility of talking 
to a French poet who knew as little English as 
I knew French — and was not thinking of her 
at all. 
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In speaking of this French poet, I am reminded 
of the one and only cruel joke I have ever played 
in my whole life. It was when a young foreigner 
t asked me if I knew the address of one of our 
| greatest poets, to whom he was writing. 

‘The address is Boar’s Hill, Oxford,’ I answered, 
i ‘How do you spell it,’ asked the young foreigner, 
( taking out his pen and note-book. 

‘B-o-r-e-s,’ I answered, laughing to myself. For 
I was thinking of the great number of young 
j poets who had taken rooms in or around Oxford 
j so as to be near their masters; and I imagined 

j them meeting and reading their own verses to 

I each other. So I told him to write ‘Bores’ Hill, 
without having any disrespect for the one or two 
! good poets who were then either living in or 
around Oxford. 

In writing this book I had intended not to men- 
tion any of the younger men, and to confine 
myself to established names. But I must make 
an exception of one young poet, because it was 
the sensation of his death that set half the world 
writing poetry and the other half reading it. This 
young poet was Rupert Brooke who, through his 
great personal charm and his own personal con- 
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nections, made his death the most extraordinary 
thing in the history of literature. He was made 
to represent Literature in the Great War; and 
his early death proved he had so many friends 
that, had he lived, he would have needed super- 
human strength to have made himself a great 
poet. If Rupert Brooke had not died, it is hardly 
likely that poets would have been asked to read 
their work to the public and that the interest in 
them would have been so great that people paid 
guineas to see and hear them. 

To be honest and sincere, I must say certain 
things now that a good many people will not 
like. First of all, Rupert Brooke was not only 
not a great poet -his work shows not the least 
sign that he would ever have become one. For 
instance, all our great poets achieved greatness 
in their early work, either in passages or single 
poems, which they could never surpass in after 
years. Look at the fine things in ‘Endymion.’ 
And what of Shakespeare’s sonnets, the first 
songs of Burns and the early poems of Milton? 
The only difference between their early work 
and their later was that their greatness was more 
sustained and they had less failures. But there 
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is not the least sign in the work of Rupert Brooke 
to justify us in saying he would have become the 
first poet of his age, above Hardy, Yeats and 
Bridges. No, we must look on the death of 
Rupert Brooke as the passing away of a charming 
and a gay young spirit; and to talk of a severe 
loss to English poetry is all sentimental cant 
and humbug. Even his sonnet, which has been 
quoted as his best piece, ‘If I should die’ - even 
this is not very great as poetry; but seeing that he 
did die, it takes the significance of a prophecy and 
upsets our judgment. Not only that, but it is 
peculiarly dramatic and suitable for recitation, 
and, coming from a rich, fluent tongue, sounds 
large and impressive. 

On one occasion, when I was dining out, a 
young writer came up to my *able, and said— 
‘Have you heard the latest news?’ 

‘What is it?’ I asked, judging that it would have 
something to do with Literature. 

‘Rupert Brooke the poet,’ said the young writer, 
‘has committed suicide in the Pacific, and is now 
a journalist.’ 

He was referring, of course, to Rupert Brooke’s 
articles, describing his travels, which were being 
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published in the Saturday Westminster Gazette , 
and which were not of much value as literature. 

After saying these things, judging Rupert 
Brooke as a poet and man of letters, I will now 
come to him as a man, and in this I have nothing 
but praise. When I heard the news of his early 
death, it came to me as the first great blow of the 
War. The second blow came on the death of 
Edward Thomas, my first and oldest literary friend. 

.1 met Rupert Brooke about a dozen times, I 
believe, and was always struck by his sound 
common-sense and his strong sense of humour. 
And, seeing that he looked up to me as a kind 
of master, I took full advantage of that fact and 
gave him what I thought was good advice. For 
instance, I knew that he was seeing too many 
people, so I preached the gospel of work. He 
always agreed to this, being well aware of that 
danger; and always said that he was going away 
to a quiet place almost immediately. On one 
occasion when he had repeatedly mentioned 
the name of a certain great lady and her views 
on different, matters, I told him that it might be 
necessary — if he was to become a great author — 
to hear the opinions of Matilda Jane Ann and 
H4 


POLITICS €sf SOCIETY 


Doll Tearsheet as well, which he would probably 
find interesting. He was not accustomed to this 
straightforward talk, but seemed thoroughly to 
enjoy it. 

One morning he called at my house, on the 
chance of finding me at home and free to go out 
to lunch. So we went to a small restaurant in 
Soho, where he was to meet another friend. All 
I can remember of that lunch was this — the 
three of us did nothing but laugh all the time. 
Rupert Brooke and his friend were brimming over 
with gaiety, like two schoolboys. He was so 
bo yish in his happi ness that I had an impression 
that he had been saving his money for a month 
or more, and was now determined to spend every 
penny of it on food, drink, and rides. And that 
is how I like to remember him, wishing me 
good-bye and standing in his bare head, for he 
had come out without either a hat or a cap. Soon 
after that I heard the news of his death. 

If this charming young man had lived, he might 
have become a good critic, even a great one, for 
he had excellent taste in poetry; but a greater 
poet than Hardy, Yeats, or Bridges — there is 
not the least sign of that. 
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= When I went wandering far from home, 

j I left a woman in my room 

To clean my hearth and floor, and dust 
| My shelves and pictures, books and bust. 

i When I came back a welcome glow 

Burned in her eyes — her voice was low; 

I And every thing was in its place, 

As clean and bright as her own face. 

j 

But when I looked more closely there, 

The dust was on my dark, bronze hair; 

The nose and eyebrows too were white - 
i And yet the lips were clean and bright. 

j The years have gone, and so has she, 

j But still the truth remains with me — 

How that hard mouth was once kept clean 
1 By living lips that kissed unseen. 

★ 

,i W /Ty first meeting with artists was at a reception 

XviL given every Tuesday night at a lady’s house 
t in Frith Street, Soho; where I was taken by a 

I clever and popular young intellectual, who was 

doing all he could to get interesting people to- 
gether. It was mostly for artists, and not so 
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much for literary people. Not only that, but the 
artists were all revolutionaries who worked in their 
own way without troubling themselves much about 
the general public. To be popular was to be 
damned, which I soon had cause to know. For 
I soon heard one lady say to another - ‘That’s 
W. H. Davies, the poet.’ ‘Oh, yes,’ answered 
the other lady with a sniff of scorn, ‘we see his 
name everywhere.’ 

Why are people always insisting that I am a 
popular poet, which I certainly do not want to 
be. If they want to know the truth, they only 
have to count my editions. 

Among the people at this gathering was that 
extraordinary young genius, Bresco, the sculptor, 
who was another victim of the Great War; and 
who was probably the only living sculptor whom 
Epstein took very seriously. Epstein was there 
too; so was Sickert, and a number of younger 
men, with or without reputations. 

This was the first time I had met Sickert, and 
I was very fortunate in finding that he knew my 
work and was favourable towards it. I don’t 
know what started the discussion, but in less 
than a minute after our introduction, Sickert 
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was saying how strange and unfair it was that 
there was Government assistance for men of 
letters and scientists, and none for artists. Sickert 
was saying this in his usual charming manner, 
for he himself had no cause to be bitter on that 
score, seeing that he did not need assistance 
of that kind. Now it had happened, strangely 
enough, that Edward Garnett had that very day 
turned to Hudson, Norman Douglas and other 
literary men, and said - ‘If Davies had the same 
reputation as an artist as he has as a poet, he 
would be now making £5,000 a year, instead of 
a paltry £50, and sometimes less.’ 

This I repeated to Sickert, and added - ‘If an 
artist is recognized his work sells for a good price, 
and he needs no help from the Government; but 
a poet can be recognized, and still not be able 
to make a decent living.’ 

After saying this I gave an instance of how John 
could do a drawing in an hour and get £40 or 
£50 for it; and that a lyric by Yeats, which would 
equal John’s as a work of art, would fetch only 
two or three guineas. 

Sickert appeared deeply interested in this, and 
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said that he had never looked on it in that way- 
before. However, he mentioned one thing to 
prove that I myself had not seen every side of the 
matter. It was this — the artist had to have a 
studio, to hire models, to buy canvas, brushes 
and paint, etc. ; whereas a poet could do his best 
work in any small place, and two pennyworth of 
paper and a penny bottle of ink would last him 
a year. 

Sickert expressed the greatest astonishment 
when I told him that I had just received ten shil- 
lings and sixpence for one of my lyrics, and that 
there was only one paper that paid me as high 
as two guineas. 

Some time after this I sat to Epstein for a bust 
on condition that he would give me one of the 
six bronze casts, and only charge me for the 
metal, which was very dear at that time. Epstein 
generously agreed to this, and said that I could 
have one for ^io, which, of course, was worth 
from sixty to a hundred guineas. Now when I 
had this fine bronze bust in my possession, I was 
suddenly seized with an avaricious spirit to possess 
beautiful works of art, and wanted a John, a 
Sickert and others to go with it. As I had no 
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money worth speaking about, the only thing to 
do was to sit for those artists, and - not being a 
paid and professional model — receive one of their 
pictures as a gift. But if they had no desire or 
interest to draw or paint me, how could it be 
done? 

One morning, when I was passing a shop in 
Holborn, I saw a very small water-colour draw- 
ing by Sickert, which the shopkeeper told me 
was worth £15. But although I only had about 
£30 in the bank at that time, and needed clothes 
too, I was determined to possess a Sickert as 
soon as possible. The only thing that worried 
me was that the work might not have been 
genuine, seeing that the window contained so 
much other work that was all rubbish. So I 
thought it advisable to see Sickert first and ask 
him if he remembered doing the sketch — in case 
I wasted my money on a forgery. But when I 
saw Sickert and mentioned the matter, he began, 
instead of saying anything about the drawing 
in question, to expostulate in this way - ‘Non- 
sense, poets can’t afford to buy the works of 
artists The best thing to do is for us to make 
each other presents of our own work. You give 
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me some of your books, and I’ll give you a 
picture.’ 

‘But my books will only be worth two or three 
pounds,’ I said, ‘even though there are more 
t han a dozen and they are all signed; while 
your picture will be of much greater value.’ 

But Sickert would not see the matter in this 
way, and in less than five minutes he had stood 
six paintings all in a row, to let me make my 
choice. This was rather difficult, but I surprised 
Sickert in the end by choosing what he himself 
had always thought to be one of the finest things 
he had ever done. 

Sickert was surprised, but T could have told 
him of an incident that would have surprised him 
more. For one day, when I had looked into a 
shop window, I saw a picture of still-life, the 
subject being some apples on a table. ‘If I had 
that picture,’ thought I, ‘I would never be with- 
out apples again ; and I would have no more need 
to worry about their price, their season or crops.’ 

Looking at those apples a little closer, I was so 
taken with the richness of their painting that I 
was prepared to give half my fortune to possess 
them; which meant that I would give £10, my 
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fortune at that time being £ 20 . But I did not 
go into the shop for two reasons. First, I thought 
the picture would be too much for my purse, 
and I did not like the idea of raising the shop- 
keeper’s hopes that I was going to buy it, and then 
coming out of his shop without spending a penny. 
The second reason was this -I always like to 
spend my money as though I am worth plenty 
more, and did not want the shopkeeper to think 
that I was too poor to pay the price he asked for 
his picture. This picture was by Fantin. Now, 
as I had never heard of such an artist - although 
I know now that he was one of the Masters - and 
judged it solely on its merit, it must be seen from 
this that I know somehow a good work of art 
when I see one. 

This generosity of Sickert’s was amazing, in spite 
of his statement that in reading my work he had 
been helped in doing his own. For he also gave 
me six etchings, all of which are to be seen on 
my walls. 

Sickert was one of the most charming and wittiest 
men I have ever known. No matter what the 
subject was, he always found something witty 
to say about it. When he proposed going to 
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France with his wife, the journey had to be 
delayed for several days, owing to Sickert’s fond- 
ness for a joke. For when he filled in the form 
of description, and came to the question of his 
wife’s complexion, he wrote - ‘charming and 
most delicious,’ and when he had to describe the 
/ colour of her eyes, he wrote the word, ‘heavenly,’ 
J This form was returned to him, of course, and 
he had to fill in another. 

Sickert’s success as a story teller is no doubt 
due to his having been on the stage for a short 
time in his early days ; which gave him the power 
— although he did not have either a sweet or a 
rich voice — of being clear, emphatic and eloquent. 
For instance, the following story may not read 
very exciting, but to hear Sickert say it and see 
him act it, would be a different matter. I had 
commented on seeing four pictures of his, and 
all on the same subject. ‘Yes,’ said Sickert, ‘that 
is the way I often work. First I do one picture 
and, when it is finished, I put it aside and say, 
“God.” Then I do a second picture, which is 
a little better, and when I put that on one side, 
I say “God save.” After that I do a third picture, 
still on the same subject. When that is done, I 
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say “God save the.” And now I come to the 
fourth picture, which has all the qualities I 
have been working for. When I put that picture 
down, the subject has grown to such a perfection 
that I can shout at the top of my voice - “God 
Save the King!” ’ 

I once heard an artist say that critics favoured 
Sickert because they feared him, knowing that 
he had a biting wit, and a strong pen to strike 
back. I should think there was something in 
this statement, for it is just the same in literature. 
When editors or well-known journalists write 
books, they always have the entire favour of the 
Press; the abuse is kept back for the more soli- 
tary man of genius and the quiet dreamer. I 
shall be attacked for saying this, but no matter; 
for I would rather write another merry song than 
waste my time and temper on critics. 

Sickert was an early riser and liked to cook his 
own breakfast in his studio, and share it with one 
or two others, before he started to work. He 
lived at Camden Town, I believe, but his studio 
was in Charlotte Street. So he proposed that I 
should join him at breakfast once a week, on 
I Friday mornings. I did this for several months, 
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and he made a few sketches of me, with the 
object of doing an engraving, but he did not 
appear to be satisfied that he was getting the 
best result. But when I went one Friday morn- 
ing, I could get no answer to my knock, and left 
without seeing him. That night he came along 
and apologized, saying that he was in the studio 
all the time and heard my knock, but, forgetting 
that it was Friday, and my morning, was afraid 
to answer the door to anyone else. This ended 
our breakfasts, for the following week he was 
going to Dieppe, where he had a house, and did 
not know when he would return to England. 

While I am writing of Sickert, I must mention 
one of his best friends, Harold Gilman, of whom 
I once saw a great deal, because we used the 
same haunts. Gilman called to see me quite a 
number of times, and every time he came he 
criticized a certain portrait of mine which, I 
must admit, was feeble in every way. Gilman 
hated it, and every time he saw it wanted me to 
sit to him for a portrait to show how much 
better it could be done. But as he was then in 
an experimental stage, and had strange ideas of 
colour, I thought I would wait — on the advice 
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of a friend - until his ideas became more settled. 
For I did not want Gilman to paint my face 
bloated and purple, like the face of a drowned 
man who has been found after many days in 
the water. 

One night, when I was sleeping on my couch in 
the front room, so as to be better able to hear 
if there should be an air-raid - this picture fell 
off the wall and almost stunned me. The very 
first words I heard on the following morning 
were these - ‘Harold Gilman has died suddenly 
of influenza.’ 

Now as there had never been any other than 
friendly feeling between Gilman and myself, I 
could only account for this in one way. That in 
his delirium, when dying, he was thinking of 
that portrait which he had so much detested; 
and, in his imagination, had struck it off the 
wall. But the connection between these two facts 
- the imagination of a dying artist and the solid 
substance of a real picture — is left for others 
to explain or to suggest some meaning. 

I have already mentioned sitting to Epstein for 
a bust. This was before the War became so serious 
that the age-limit had to be raised to fifty years. 
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The Tribunals were not only brutal, but often 
ignorant men. This is what they said to Epstein - 
‘you have made a great name as a sculptor, and 
we are going to give you a chance now to make 
a name as a soldier.’ 

Epstein was a man of few words, but there was 
always strong matter behind them. On one occa- 
sion, when I asked him what he thought of a 
certain picture in the Academy, done by a con- 
temporary, he simply shrugged his shoulders and 
said — ‘It is one of the horrors of the War.’ 

And when I told him about a certain one-armed 
artist, whose work impressed me as being very 
clever, Epstein answered astutely - ‘If you had 
told me that you had met a very clever artist, I 
could have believed you; but when you say he 
has only one arm, I must have my doubts about 
his cleverness.’ 
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When I heard this I was brought at once to a 
better understanding, and knew that I had been 
under the influence of sentiment. For of course 
an artist only works with one hand after all; and 
if he had a hundred arms his work would be none 
the better. 

As I am not an art critic, I will say nothing of 
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what I think of Epstein’s work. But I would 
like to say that nothing I have ever seen before, 
in the world of dead matter, has given me more 
delight than the small head of a baby, which I once 
saw at one of the galleries. There it was, with 
its little, open mouth, pleading - as I heard a lady 
say maliciously - for sixty guineas. However, 
she meant no harm by this, and was only annoyed 
that she was not rich enough to possess it. If I 
had been a rich man, that baby’s face would 
not have pleaded in vain, even for twice that 
amount. 

I got on very well with Epstein, as I always 
do with Jews, or, for that matter, anyone else. 
But it was quite obvious to me, right at the be- 
ginning, that he had a mind that was easily pois- 
oned by other people, and what he needed, more 
than any other man I had ever met, was a good 
friend to tell him that he did not have as many 
enemies as he believed. However, he was not 
suspicious of me, and I already had the good 
opinion of most of his friends. 

When I sat for Epstein he had just bought a 
large, strange-looking figure, which he had found 
in a second-hand shop and bought for a few 
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shillings. He had thought, right at the beginning, 
that the thing was very old and of great value; 
and when he had brought it home and examined 
it more thoroughly, he was positive that that was 
the case, and made up his mind to sell it to the 
British Museum. * Now,’ said Epstein, ‘the 
British Government has always been mean in 
buying works of art, and when they take this 
they will have to pay me a good price for it. 
What sum do you think I ought to sell it for, 
Davies?’ 

‘I wouldn’t take a penny less than £2,000,’ I 
answered. 

‘We will see,’ said Epstein. ‘I may let it go for 
less, but don’t know yet.’ 

Not long after this Epstein was called out of 
the room, to see three representatives from the 
British Museum, who had come to examine a 
great treasure and make an offer for it. 

In about a quarter of an hour they had gone 
and Epstein returned to the studio, looking sad 
and disappointed. 

‘They have not persuaded you to sell it for two 
or three hundred pounds, I hope,’ I began to say, 
with some alarm. 
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‘No,’ answered Epstein, * but what they said 
was this — “it was a splendid thing as a copy, but 
there were certain signs to show that it was not 
old and genuine, and was only an imitation. It 
was worth,” they said, “ about ten or twelve 
shillings.” ’ 

‘But surely,’ I said, ‘you are not going to take 
their word for it, are you? Why can’t they make 
a mistake?’ 

‘Of course, they have made a mistake,’ answered 
Epstein, his old confidence returning to him. 

When I left Epstein I was very pleased to see 
that he was still as confident as the cannibal in 
the story. Do you know the story of the cannibal 
who was brought into court to serve as a witness? 
When the judge said — ‘There is nothing to prove 
f the death of John Summers, no grave, no stone 
y and no monument, this cannibal pointed to his 
own round belly, and exclaimed proudly — “I am 
the grave! I am the stone! I am the monu- 
ment!” ’ 

Some time after these meetings with Sickert and 
Epstein, I had been invited to spend a few days 
with William Rothenstein, down in Gloucester- 
shire. He wanted to do a portrait of me, and 
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said that he would not have asked me to make 
so long a journey had he not thought I would 
enjoy the change of air and different scenery. 
When I reached him, I found that he was spend- 
ing all his mornings in painting one tree, which 
stood all alone in a meadow. 

His studio was full of this tree, seen under dif- 
ferent conditions of light and in different seasons. 
The position of that fine tree was so solitary and 
unique in being planted right in the centre of a 
large green meadow — that I could quite under- 
stand the fascination to the mind of an artist. 
And when I think of some of his fine studies of 
it, I always feel sorry that Rothenstein had never 
made me a little present of his work, for sitting 
to him — as every other artist had done, from 
John, Epstein, Sickert, Nicholson, Laura Knight, 
down to a number of younger artists who are 
not so well known. Rothenstein is the one name 
I miss on my walls in spite of sitting to him for 
portraits on two different occasions. 

In the afternoon Rothenstein spent his time in 
working at a large oil portrait of himself. Now 
Rothenstein is certainly no better looking than 
I am. I have a distinct recollection of my grand- 
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mother saying to me once - ‘you are ugly enough 
to please any woman, no matter how particular 
she might be.’ 

So when I saw Rothenstein standing there, 
with a large fat smile on his lips, as he painted 
himself by looking into a mirror -when I saw 
this I felt that I must either rush out of the room 
or strike him a heavy blow on the back of the 
head. However, Rothenstein ’s smile in the even- 
ing, when he sat with his three children, and 
was a father instead of an artist, was a different 
thing altogether. 

The evenings were spent in Rothenstein reading 
the poems of Tagore, the Indian poet, whom he 
had drawn and painted a good many times. But 
although I offered a little criticism, Rothenstein 
did not mind in the least, but still went on 
reading. 

Some time after this I met another great ad- 
mirer of Tagore, who was a lady this time. ‘I 
wonder,’ said I, ‘what Tagore, being an Indian, 
thinks of Kipling’s fine stories of Indian life.’ 

‘He would never think of him,’ answered the 
lady in a lofty voice. - 

-i-' 


*73 



12: ARTISTS ALL 


An artist draws his own strange mind, 
We’re but his mirrors — I and you; 

If he’s a devil — so am I ; 

If he’s an angel — I’m one too. 

* 

A lthough I do not claim to have any great 
knowledge of art, yet for all that I have often 
been struck by one peculiarity - it is the touch of 
caricature which is employed by so many of our 
modern masters. When we see a portrait by an 
old master, we feel certain that it is a good likeness 
of the sitter, because it looks so natural, with no 
exaggeration. But some of our modern masters 
do not trouble much about a true likeness, and 
draw or paint a face in the way they themselves 
would like to see it. For that reason, we often 
see striking portraits that are not only unlike 
their subjects, but often wilfully misrepresent 
them. On one occasion a lady who admired 
my work, said, on seeing a portrait of me by 
a modern master - ‘I would not like to meet 
the poet personally, because his mouth looks 
so hard and cruel.’ She was surprised to hear 
from my publisher that far from having a 
face like that, I was always good-tempered and 
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smiling, and looked what I was - ‘a poet of jl 

j°y*’ ... j 

One of the strangest criticisms I have ever heard, ! j 

when speaking of portraits, came from the mouth j 

of an illiterate window-cleaner, who had come to J 
clean my windows. I had- given that man some j 

help time after time, although I was not much j 

better off than he was. So you can judge of his j 
annoyance when he first saw a certain portrait of 
me— just done by one of our modern masters— i 
and what do you think he said? He did not say, 
pointing to the portrait, in which I was made to 
look cruel and hard-hearted — ‘I would not like to 
meet that man,’ because he already knew me as a 
good fellow. Instead of that, he said - ‘The artist 
who did that portrait must have had a very evil 
spirit, and I would not like to know him.’ People 
who did not know me, especially art-critics, 
would place their confidence in the artist, of 
course; and it would never once occur to them 
that the artist had no real truth of my work, my 
life and character. j 

On one occasion, when I allowed a young artist 
to do a portrait of me, he muttered something 
beneath his breath, and I just caught the words — 
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‘find the beast.’ Now, why be so -particular to find 
the beast in a man when that man may have 
some other quality which is strong enough to 
keep the beast chained up so that it is never 
allowed to break loose and become wild? 

Another artist, to whom I had offered a glass 
of wine, carefully arranged the bottle and glass 
on the table, and then did a portrait of me in 
which I was to be seen as a gaunt, sick wreck of 
a drunkard, who was in the act of drinking himself 
to death. He did this in spite of my broad 
shoulders, my round face and healthy looks. I 
may as well say here that the artist drank three 
glasses of wine to my one, which proved that he 
was not painting my character, but his own. 

It is a strange contrast to see two great artists 
| like Sickert and John at work. For Sickert never 
! appears to be worried at the presence of others; 
but John, being a very silent man, could do 
nothing under those conditions. Sickert is a great 
lover of words, and even some of the titles of his 
pictures are works of art. For instance, one of the 
six pictures he showed me, to choose one for ■ 

myself, was called -‘The Cow-Woman.’ Now to 
call a woman a cow is the worst thing that could 
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happen ; and if his model, a woman of the lower 
classes, had only known that Sickert was calling 
her that, there would have been trouble indeed. 
He would have soon found himself confronted by 
a woman of ungovernable fury: 

As fierce as twenty angry cats, 

Rolled up and fighting in one ball. 

It would have taken all Sickert’s charm and 
eloquence to have persuaded that woman as to 
what he really meant — that the cow gave milk and 
she, being big, buxom and strong, looked as 
though she could have suckled twenty babies a 
day and still feel no ill-effect. 

I have heard several people complain of John 
because of his terrible silence, and the way he 
goes on working and working, forgetful that his 
model needs a little rest occasionally. 

When I sat to John for a portrait the work had 
been commissioned, but several people, not 
knowing this, wanted to buy it. But John did 
not even trouble to answer their letters and I — 
who also have a strange dislike to answering 
letters — was called upon to answer for the 
artist. 
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The result of the first day’s sitting, when I had 
sat for several hours, was the most astonishing 
portrait I have ever seen; and I felt certain that 
it should have been left unfinished, because of its 
strange beauty. Some people would have said- 
‘Who ever saw a man look like that?’ But I feel 
certain that John was right in his interpretation 
because of the strange thing that had happened, 
of which John knew nothing. For when I saw 
that the artist was an unusually silent man and, 
although he showed no signs that he was not 
interested in what I said, yet for all that went on 
with his work without answering by a single word 
- when I saw this I naturally fell into a silence of 
my own. 

Now as I wanted to sit quite still and not change 
my position, so as to give the artist a fair chance, 
I had fixed my eyes on a little eye of light that 
came peeping through a curtain. ‘If I keep my 
eyes on that little eye of light as a guide,’ thought 
I, ‘there will not be much fear of me changing my 
position.’ But after I had been looking at that 
small light for about a quarter of an hour, it began 
to grow and advance into the room. And after I 
had been looking at it for twenty minutes it had 
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come right into the centre of the room, and had 
grown from the size of a gooseberry to the size of 
an orange. I began to wonder what would happen 
to me when that light, still growing and advanc- 
ing, reached my face. What would have happened 
I cannot tell, for I was suddenly brought to my 
senses by hearing some one tapping and, turning 
my eyes, saw John in the act of knocking the 
ashes out of his pipe. And when I looked again 
the light had gone. 

I did not tell John anything of this experience, 
but I should think that my face must have made 
a very interesting study, and was the cause of the 
inspired look he had given it in his portrait. 
That I had almost hypnotized myself by looking 
so intently at that light is most certain. 

After six days’ hard work - six days in which 
John paid me the compliment of being a strict 
teetotaller — the portrait was done, and is now at 
Cardiff, in the National Gallery of Wales. 

Some time after this John did a drawing of me, 
as a present for my trouble, which I was happy 
to add to my Epstein and Sickerts. But the draw- 
ing is so much unlike the oil painting that no one 
could- trace the remotest resemblance between 
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them. In the drawing I have fallen from my high 
seat in heaven, where John first placed me, and 
have become a very devil. 

I have often heard it said how much John is 
admired and worshipped by his younger contem- 
poraries, and on one or two occasions it has been 
brought home to me in an unusual way. I was 
sitting in the Caf 6 Royal on one occasion, and had 
my attention drawn to two young men who were 
looking around the place and commenting on 
other people. When they looked my way, I natur- 
ally turned my head in another direction, for they 
were too near to stare into their faces. One of 
them then said, looking at me, I suppose - ‘That’s 
Davies, the poet.’ ‘Oh, yes,’ answered the other - 
‘he’s a John, isn’t he?’ When I heard this I was 
not very well pleased, to think I was only a John 
and nothing more. However, my satisfaction 
came almost immediately, for in the young 
fellow’s excitement to have a good look at me, he 
knocked over his glass of port. This piece of bad 
luck proved that I was something of a Jonah as 
well as a John. 

At another time, still at the Cafe Royal, there 
was a fine example of the respect in which John 
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is held by his many admirers. John had fallen 
asleep, tired, I suppose, after doing a day of hard, 
concentrated work. While he was sitting there, 
an admirer, just coming in from the street, went 
up to speak to him, not knowing that John was 
not well awake. On seeing this, another great 
admirer, who had taken up a position close to 
John, suddenly rose to his feet and, stretching out 
his arm to prevent the other from coming closer, 
said in an awed whisper — ‘Hush! He sleeps.’ 

I Certain pictures I have seen have always held a 

i great fascination for me, because they have a 

mystery that I cannot understand. For instance, 
there is Sickert’s picture, called ‘Ennui,’ in 
which we see a man seated with a woman’s body 
across his left shoulder and his left arm around her 
waist. His right arm is occupied in smoking a 
cigar, and it is quite obvious that his mind is more 
interested in his right arm than his left. The 
woman, too, is bored, and her whole attitude seems 
to say — ‘I may as well be here as anywhere else.’ 
Now if an inferior artist had done that picture, he 
would have placed those two people far apart, the 
man either reading or sleeping, and the woman 
either sewing or looking out of the window. But 
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a great artist like Sickert can even join their bodies 
together, and still show that their minds have lost 
all interest in each other. How is it done? That 
is the master’s secret. 

Another picture of this kind is one by John, in 
which we see two common field-workers, who 
have paused in their work to take a hug of love. 
But it is a primitive love, the love of savages; for 
the man has planted himself so firmly, and holds 
her so strongly, that it looks as though he intended 
to throw her into eternity. It looks as much like 
murder as love. It is the love of our first blood — 
as mysterious as the voices of two cats when we 
cannot tell whether they are making love to each 
other or tearing each other to pieces. And yet we 
know, without being told, that it is a scene of love. 
How is it done? That again is the master’s secret. 

Another work of art that has had the same effect 
on me is Epstein’s head of John. Now John has 
a massive head, and when his hair is long and he 
is bearded you will not meet many men who look 
more like a lion. But though John’s head has 
this majesty about it, as it is seen in life, yet in 
Epstein’s cast of it it looks puny and small. This, 
of course, could be understood if we measured the 
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two heads, the living and the dead, and found that 
Epstein had reduced the dead head in size. But, 
strange to say, all the dimensions are correct, and 
the head is the same size in clay as it is in the 
flesh; and though the dead head looks small, it 
is not small. How is it done? It is the secret of a 
master. 

But these questions ought to be left to others, 
for I am not an art critic; and in writing this book 
I want to deal with persons and not their work. 

It was not until towards the end of the Great 
War that I met William Nicholson: and in not 
knowing him before I missed a good fellow. He 
was always full of good stories of people and 
things, and had a clean tongue, too. If he told a 
story that went against himself he appeared all 
the happier. Such as when he paid a visit to a 
great house in the country, and a servant was sent 
to meet him. And how the servant was so un- 
impressed by the new-comer’s conversation that 
he drove Nicholson to the servants’ quarters at 
the back of the house and was astonished to hear 
that he was expected at the front door 

I remember, too, how happy Nicholson was on 
another occasion, when he had gone out to get 
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some tobacco and I was waiting for him. For 
when he had reached the street corner he found 
some four or five minstrels getting ready to per- 
form. But when these men saw Nicholson com- 
ing-dressed exactly like themselves, in a black 
coat and white trousers - they looked considerably 
angry and whispered together. All of them then 
set their eyes on Nicholson and waited until he 
had gone, thinking he had a tin whistle in his 
pocket or a banjo under his coat, and was a rival! 

On another occasion Nicholson and I spent the 
whole evening in making schemes that were to 
astonish and alarm the whole population of 
London. One scheme was to get certain powders 
which, Nicholson said, could be had from a friend 
of his. We would then drop some of this powder 
in the water at Trafalgar Square, and it would 
soon be seen that the fountain was spouting blood. 
This would cause a tremendous sensation, which 
would be increased on the following day when, a 
different powder being used, the spouted water 
would be green or black. This scheme appeared 
so simple and so easy to perform, that I have often 
been surprised that we did not put it into practice 
and enjoy the sight of turning thousands of bored 
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and unexcited Londoners into country sightseers, 
and to listen to their puzzled tongues. 

Another scheme was to wear rubber gloves with 
the palms smeared with fresh, red paint. We 
would then visit certain houses - mostly the 
houses of public men — and stamp a bloody hand 
on their front windows. This we could do night 
after night for a considerable time, without much 
fear of being caught red-handed. We would not 
be confined to one place, as we would when 
dropping powder into the water at Trafalgar 
Square; and, being free to change our locality, the 
mystery and wonder could go on for a month or 
more. And we could meet every day and read the 
papers, hearing what they had to say about ‘The 
Mystery of the Bloody Hand.’ 

Nicholson has told me one story at least that has 
probably given me more delight than any other I 
have ever heard or read. It was about a well- 
known dramatist who got up for breakfast one 
morning feeling sick and without appetite, owing 
to a series of social engagements and their late 
hours. So, feeling in this delicate condition, he 
naturally did not give his breakfast a very en- 
couraging look, when it was brought in by a man- 
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servant - although it was a dish of kidneys, a 
thing he had often relished when in a better state 
of health. 

‘You don’t like the look of them, sir?’ said the 
man in a voice of deep sympathy. ‘Pardon me for 
speaking, sir, but neither do I. They always 
remind me of when I worked for a doctor and 
assisted him at an operation to remove the kidneys 
from a coloured gentleman!’ Needless to say, the 
dramatist did not have any breakfast at all on 
that particular morning. 

One morning Nicholson drove up to my place 
in a taxicab in a great hurry. It was to invite me 
to a dinner he was giving that night before he 
went abroad. With my usual shyness, I asked him 
how large the party was to be, and heard, to my 
relief, that it would only consist of himself, his 
wife and Fanny Pryde-all known to me -and 
possibly one other. 

Nicholson always apologized for taking a taxi- 
cab and paying two shillings for it, by saying that 
he was too poor to take a ’bus and pay twopence. 
He meant, of course, that he had to make the best 
use of his time, so as to keep up a position in life. 
For instance, it paid him better if he had an 
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engagement at four o’clock, to keep on at his work 
until 3.45, and then pay a taximan two shillings 
for a quick journey - rather than to stop working at 
3 o’clock and then pay a ’bus conductor twopence 
for a slow journey. 

When I arrived for dinner that evening I found 
on entering the room that nearly all the party was 
known to me, and it was only necessary to intro- 
duce me to one man, who was Max Beerbohm. 
Now when I saw that little and small great man 
standing there, dressed perfectly in the white and 
black of evening dress, I thought he was, as a man, 
the most harmless and gentle creature I had ever 
seen; the kind of man who would go through life 
with his eyes on the ground, to give worms their 
right to cross his path. And when I heard his 
quiet little voice — full of small hesitations and 
stammers — this idea impressed me more than 
ever. However, it was not long before I found 
that Max not only had something to say, but 
could say it with some force too. What I mean is 
this — he was just as powerful with his tongue as 
with his pen or pencil. 

As soon as we were seated for dinner, some one 
raised the question of an attack on Shaw, which 
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had just been written by one of the younger 
generation. The only thing that could be said in 
favour of that young writer was that he was ill and 
suffering from the severe strain of the war, and 
had lost all reverence for a man who was not only 
greater than he would ever be, but was also old 
enough to be his father. This was the opinion I 
expressed at the dinner party. But Max objected 
to my words at once, for he did not like ‘old 
enough to be his father.’ ‘For,’ said he, ‘there is 
no age in art; and it makes no difference whether 
the young attack the old, or the old or young attack 
each other.’ 

But it was not much good to continue this sub- 
ject, because Max had not read the article, and 
looked on it as a clever work of art; whereas it was 
feeble, unpleasant and ill-natured. 

Not only that, but I now began to see that Max 
was very exact and particular in the choice of 
words, and that though he might agree with one’s 
opinion, it was not certain that he would agree to 
the way it was expressed. 

A few years before this dinner I had met another 
man, an art critic, who was exactly like Max in 
this. He argued about nothing at all, just for the 
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sake of making you express an opinion in the 
exact terms he would use himself. On one occa- 
sion, when this man had called at my place, he 
gave me one of his little books, which consisted 
of short stories and a few articles on Rembrandt 
and others. The first sentence I read, on opening 
his book, ran like this — ‘It was eight o’clock 
exactly, and Marie, etc.’ Exactly! 

As soon as dinner was over, Max made his way 
toward me, and I advanced a step or two to meet 
him, without the least suspicion of what was to 
follow. 

‘How long is it since Shaw discovered you?’ he 
asked, in a gentle voice. 

Now when I heard this I felt at once that there 
was something wrong, and that I was being asked 
a question that would be dangerous to answer. 
The question reminded me of when I was asked 
by a certain woman — ‘How much money have you 
got, coppers and all?’ 

However, the question called for an answer of 
some kind, so I said — ‘About fourteen or fifteen 
years ago, I believe.’ 

‘Oh dear, dear!’ exclaimed Max, in an aggrieved 
voice. ‘Oh dear, dear — and has it been going on 
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all this time!’ -implying, of course, that it was 
about time I was forgotten. 

‘Yes,’ I answered, adopting the same serious and 
aggrieved tone - ‘yes, and it is likely to go on 
much longer too’ - implying that my name would 
not be forgotten for a long time to come. 

This round went in my favour, I believe, but I 
will leave others to judge that. 

The next moment Max began again in a gentle, 
soothing voice, and Nicholson had now drawn 
near, to hear what we were talking about. 

‘Shaw,’ began Max, hesitating and stammering 
- ‘Shaw saw at once that you were - a real poet; 
and -of course -being a decent fellow -like a 
good many more - just lent a hand - the same as 
most people - would have done - and - and helped 
a lame dog over the stile.’ 

Saying this he edged away quietly, and Nichol- 
son, seeing that the battle was over, went off to 
speak to some one else. This blow knocked me 
out completely, for I was lame, and the expression 
was not figurative, as it would have been with 
others. There I stood dazed and half-stunned and 
wondering as to what had happened; in the same 
state as a man when he is washing, and the 
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soap-suds in his ears are whistling like birds. 

When I mentioned this incident to a friend, some 
time after, he said - ‘Davies, you were hit below 
the belt and fouled. It was not a clean blow.’ 
However, when I appealed to Nicholson, who was 
the referee of that last and second round, he says 
- ‘No, I don’t think so.’ But perhaps he wants to 
be faithful to two friends, instead of one. 

However, I soon recovered, and.it was not long 
before I was seated at the side of Fanny Pryde, 
and talked with her for the rest of the evening. 
Once or twice I looked around to see what the 
other people were doing; and saw that Max was in 
a far corner poring over a book. But I don’t know 
whether it was a printed book and he was reading, 
or a blank book in which he was making sketches 
of the company. 

Max is a very clever man. Of all our living 
celebrities, his mind is the most subtle; and his 
knowledge of human nature is almost uncanny 
and diabolical. For instance, why did he go from 
place to place and speak of a certain actor in this 

way — ‘What a pity it is that A , who is such a 

nice fellow, should be such a bad actor!’ Max 
knew, of course, that to call a man a nice fellow 
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is not worth repeating, as nice fellows are common, 
but to call a man a bad actor is to be sure that the 
words will be repeated everywhere. And if these 

words come to the ears of A , what then? He 

would not give a pin for being called a nice fellow, 
but to be called a bad actor - 
And why did Max call another man a Japanese 
Jew? Speaking for myself, I like Jews, as I have 
said before; and of all the coloured races, I cer- 
tainly like the Japanese best. And yet, somehow 
the very thought of a Japanese Jew makes me 
think of freaks and abortions. I can no longer 
enjoy a little quiet laugh, as when I think of a 
Scotch Jew. Now if the thought of a Japanese 
Jew has this uncomfortable effect on me, who has 
no prejudice against either Jew or Japanese - 
what would the effect be on others who do not 
like either? 

Nicholson has told me several good stories about 
Max, and in case they should be forgotten and 
never get into print, I would like to give one or 
two of them here, and to thank Max for so much 
good copy. 

It will be remembered that, a few years ago, a 
shilling subscription was started throughout the 
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country to make a presentation to Dr. Grace, the 
famous cricketer. To this Max contributed, like 
thousands of other Englishmen, and sent his little 
shilling, with a note to this effect — ‘I send you 
this shilling, not because I am a great admirer of 
•cricket, but as an earnest protest against golf!’ 

When an American lady, on being introduced 
to Max, began to say - ‘I guess you are thought 
a lot of in England, Mr. Beerbohm,’ Max 
answered quickly - ‘Oh yes, yes, but I am in no 
immediate danger of being buried alive in West- 
minster Abbey.’ 

On another occasion, a lady, who was a great 
admirer of Max’s work, expressed a wish to see 
his studio. Max had no studio, of course, for his 
work could be done anywhere — and this he told 
her. However, as she still insisted that the room 
he worked in would have a certain fascination for 
her, he relented and invited her for the following 
day. ‘And may I bring a friend along with me?’ 
asked the lady. 

‘Yes, yes,’ answered Max in despair, ‘you may 
as well - and kill one bird with two stones.’ 

Another story is of a lady who wished to read 
Max’s horoscope. She had already been told the 
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name of the place where he was born, also the 
year, the month, and even the day. At last she 
wanted to know the very hour, and it was now that 
Max failed completely. However, not wanting 
to spoil the horoscope at the last minute, he 
answered desperately - ‘Oh, about the usual 
time!’ 

With this chapter I close my impressions of 
literary men and artists, and what follows is 
personal matter. If people are sufficiently inter- 
ested, let them read on; but if they are not, they 
had better stop reading now, with the flavour of 
these stories in their mouths. 

It will be seen that I have not disliked anyone 
who is to be found in this book, and everything I 
say is said without malice. Some of the men in this 
book were not met under fair conditions. Hudson, 
for instance, was a disappointed man, and was 
probably a much more genial companion in the 
years that followed, which brought him recogni- 
tion in his old age. And when I met Conrad, the 
conditions were not fair then, for all his thoughts 
at that time were about his own country and 
countrymen. I do not trouble much what others 
think of me, for I have one peculiar gratification — 
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I have never, in all my life, expressed a wish to 
meet anyone ; and when I have met people, it has 
never been of my own seeking. 

I would like to say, too, that I am writing this 
book entirely from memory, and never had the 
remotest idea of writing about these people — 
until a few months ago. 


• 13 : IN y OUT OF LUCK 

J-Jow sordid is this crowded life, its spite 
And envy, the unkindness brought to light: 

It makes me think of those great modest hearts 
That spend their quiet lives in lonely parts, 

In deserts, hills and woods; and pass away 
Judged by a few, or none, from day to day. 

And O that I were free enough to dwell 
In their great spaces for a while; until 
The dream-like life of such a solitude 
Has forced my tongue to cry ‘Hallo!’ aloud — 

To make an echo from the silence give 
My voice back with the knowledge that I live. 

* 

T he Great War was now over, and I had left 
my flat in Holborn and taken two small rooms 
in the West End. The nuisances I had to complain 
of in my flat were not entirely due to human 
beings, but to rats, which, for a short period, 
became a dangerous menace. To paraphrase the 
drunken sailor when, waking from sleep and find- 
ing his arm around a lamp post, he said, ‘I have f 
been in longitude, and I have been in latitude; ' / 

but this is the first time I have ever found myself ^ ’ 
in this bloody attitude’ - so I myself could say, ‘I 3 
have been among rats on board ship, and I have 
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been among rats in barns; but this is the first 
time I have ever been among them in a house.’ 
These rats used to come up the steps that led 
into a deep, dark cellar that was no longer used, 
owing to the shopkeeper having given up his 
right to it when he let the rooms above his shop. 
One night, when I reached home late, I had no 
sooner touched the front door with my key than 
I heard a terrible scuffle behind the door, like two 
men fighting. It was the rats that, seized with 
sudden panic, were eager to escape into the cellar, 
and were so numerous that they were in each 
others’ way. So I had to wait a little while to give 
them every chance to get away. 

On another occasion, when I was sitting before 
my fire and reading, there was such a loud bang 
at the door that I thought burglars were in the 
house and were trying to force the lock. But 
when I opened the door, there was not .only no 
sign of any life at all, but there was not even the 
faintest sound of anything going away. I came to 
the conclusion that a big, heavy rat, desperate at 
being kept out of my room, had taken a running 
leap and thrown his body against the door, with 
the intention of bursting it open by sheer force. 
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At other times I could hear them on the stairs 
outside, sounding exactly like human beings, as 
they flopped from step to step in passing to and 
fro. The only thing that consoled me was the 
thought that they had not yet succeeded in get- 
ting into my rooms. However, I was soon to have 
a very disagreeable surprise, for one morning, 
when I opened my eyes, I found a small bone, 
fresh and bloody, lying close to my bed. And 
when I thought of the fearlessness and impudence 
of that rat, that he had brought his bone there to 
gnaw it right under my nose - when I thought of 
this, I began to think of more dangers to my 
throat than a tickling cough. But I had now found 
other rooms and was moving; and, although that 
rat had chuckled at his grim jest, and had told the 
story to a hundred others, where they reigned 
undisputed in their dark cellar, and had probably 
given them great amusement - it was certain that 
he would not have a chance to repeat it. 

But I had not been living in the West End 
many weeks before I was suddenly struck down 
with rheumatism and fever, and had to take to my 
bed. I not only could not stand or walk, but 
even lost the entire use of my arms ; and although 
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I recovered the use of my arms in a few days, it 
was over a month before I could get out of bed 
for my meals. 

I was very fortunate at this time in having a 
good housekeeper; and to prove that this serious 
illness was not only a test of her good qualities as 
a nurse, but that it also proved her to be a woman 
of great sympathy and tenderness, whose thoughts 
were not altogether in my purse. As a young 
woman who had not been accustomed to many 
luxuries, it probably pleased her to share my 
delicacies. For instead of spending most of my 
money on ale and wine, as I had been doing up 
till then, I now had, in my delicate condition, 
to spend it on chicken, followed by peaches and 
cream. By doing this I was not only able to eat 
enough to keep myself alive, but I also had the 
pleasure of hearing a woman’s voice grow softer 
and sweeter, like a bird that is grateful for rain. 

One morning, when this woman was carefully 
arranging my pillow and smiling happily, I said - 
‘You seem to be so happy that I feel almost sorry 
to tell you that I am feeling much better.’ 

‘I am very pleased to hear that,’ she answered - 
‘but I am happy because I am now doing the work 
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I am well used to. I have done these things so 
often at home, beginning when I was a little child 
at school. Illness is no worry to me.’ 

Now although this woman had been with me 
for some time, I had never been curious to know 
much about her private life. Cases of this kind are 
common in a large city like London, where we 
come in contact with certain people every day, 
and still know very little about them. Although 
they are familiar to us in the sun, we have no idea 
where they are when the moon is up. 

It was now, for the first time, that this woman 
began to tell me something of her own home and 
family, to which I listened with close attention. 
Her father, it seems, had been an invalid for a 
number of years before he died, and sometimes 
had to take to his bed for a month, and some- 
time more. So that his wife often had to sit up 
all night to attend to his wants. This meant that 
there had to be another, to give the night-watcher 
a chance to sleep by day. And as the family were 
too poor to hire a nurse or outdoor assistance, and 
lived on a lonely farm, with no near neighbours — 
under these circumstances my housekeeper had 
to be called up for duty, even before her four- 
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teenth year. Now when her father was not in 
pain, though lying helpless in bed, the child 
enjoyed herself very well indeed. For her father 
was a bigger and a much more wonderful doll 
than the little wax figure she used to love. She 
washed his hands and face, and dried them too. 
She combed his hair time after time, and made 
curls, which he seemed to enjoy as much as she did. 
The only time he became serious and cried out with 
alarm was when he saw her standing near the bed 
with a pair of scissors in her hand, ready to cut 
his hair. But in spite of all her coaxing, he still 
refused to give her permission to do that. 

This had been my housekeeper’s experience as' 
a child, and I could now see the reason why it 
gave her so much joy to bathe my foot, to wash 
my hands and face, and to comb my hair. 

While my housekeeper was telling me these 
interesting things, and thoroughly enjoying their 
recital, she was still combing my rebellious hair; 
which still refused to take any other shape than 
the one to which its master had trained it for 
many and many a year. 

Things went on like this for about ten days, and 
then came the worst experience of my life — my 
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housekeeper, who had on several occasions com- 
plained of having pains, was suddenly struck 
down herself, and had to be removed to a 
hospital. If this could have been done at once, 
the case would not have been so bad, and it would 
have meant less suffering for the both of us. 
Needless to say, all my sympathy went to the 
poor creature in the room below me; and I was 
filled with the horror of thinking she must die 
without assistance. 

It was a long time indeed before she could be 
removed, and I had to lie there helpless in the 
room above, listening to her groans and cries of 
pain. These sounds became so loud and violent 
at last that I could hear the people in the street 
coming to a halt under her window, to listen. 
One or two of them, at the risk of interfering in a 
private matter, entered the shop and said to the 
manageress - ‘There is a woman here in great 
pain; can nothing be done for her?’ 

The manageress then came up to my room, and 
said, ‘Your housekeeper is in a terrible state of 
pain - shall I go for a doctor?’ 

But there was no doctor to be found - they were 
out of town or visiting patients. Strange to say, it 
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had not once occurred to me to send for my own 
doctor; but when the manageress told me of her 
failure to find one, I mentioned the matter then. 
However, he too was not at home, and would not 
be back for an hour or more. 

When he came at last, he succeeded in giving 
the woman temporary relief from pain, but said 
that she must go to the hospital immediately. 

But at eight o’clock that night the woman was 
still lying in bed at my house. The manageress 
of the shop had been in communication with 
several hospitals, but none of them had accommo- 
dation. 

When it was nearly nine o’clock the manageress 
came up to me again, and said — ‘What are we to 
do?’ 

At last it was decided to go to the police station. 
But when the officer in charge had the case 
explained to him, he only nodded his head and 
said — ‘It is not for the police to do this.’ How- 
ever, when the manageress was returning with this 
bad news, she spoke to a constable who was on 
duty near us and insisted on his entering the house 
and seeing the woman. He had no sooner done 
this than he came up to my room, and said — ‘The 
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woman looks dying, and something must be 
done at once. Now if I have the police ambulance 
sent along to remove her to a hospital, are you 
willing to pay the expenses, which will be a pound 
or more? It is a difficult case,’ he continued, 
‘because she is inside a house. When we pick up 
a woman in the street, we generally manage to 
get her into a hospital in twenty minutes, and 
sometimes less.’ 

‘We have made a great mistake,’ I answered; 
‘for if this poor woman had been thrown into the 
gutter, or placed on some one’s doorstep, she 
would have been in a hospital hours ago.’ 

‘That’s quite right, sir,’ answered the policeman, 
as he left the room. 

It was about half an hour before the ambulance 
came, and when my housekeeper was being 
carried downstairs, the clock at Westminster was 
striking the hour of eleven. This made it seven 
hours since she was taken ill, and she was not in 
the hospital yet! 

Another unpleasant feature was this - the sight 
of a police ambulance standing at my front door 
caused fifty or sixty people to gather there; and 
as the public-houses had only just closed, more 
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than half of them were the worse for drink, and 
did not know whether they witnessed a funeral 
or a wedding, and behaved accordingly. 

But even after the ambulance had reached the 
hospital, there was still something to fear; for the 
poor woman was refused admittance, in spite of 
a letter from the doctor. And it was only after one 
of the hospital doctors had seen her and said it 
was a very serious case that she was allowed to be 
taken out of the ambulance. 

The next morning, after my housekeeper had 
been removed to the hospital, a woman was sent 
up from the shop below, as I had to have some one 
to look after me. But it did not give me much 
pleasure to see an old slovenly woman standing 
there in the place of my late housekeeper. There 
was nothing now in the way of affection, and it was 
all a question of money; and she came and went 
at her appointed hours, studied to the very minute. 

It was the presence of this woman that made me 
at last make every effort to recover my independ- 
ence. One evening I sat on the side of my couch 
and reached out for my boots. But the left foot 
was so swollen that it was impossible to wear a 
boot, even in a loose state. However, I thought of 
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my slippers, and with them I succeeded. But when 
I stood upright I had no more idea of walking 
than a child when it is first put to stand against a 
chair. And when at last I did make a move, it 
was only to fall forward on my two hands. But 
I still persevered and, with the aid of chairs and 
banisters, I was able to visit my room below, 
which my new housekeeper had just left, her 
duties being over for the day. To be able to do 
this, and to prove that I was not so helpless after 
all, gave me a wonderful feeling of relief and 
independence. But when Mrs. Larkins, my new 
housekeeper, came the next morning, I did not 
tell her anything of what I had done; for I was 
soon to give her a greater surprise than that, as 
will be seen in the following chapter. 

The next thing I heard of my late housekeeper 
was that she was out of danger, but owing to 
having undergone two serious operations, she 
would not be fit for work for several months. 
But as she was not coming back to‘me, I was only 
sorry about her, and not about myself. For I 
must now make a confession - I had been a lover 
now for over three months, and my marriage was 
only kept waiting on my health. 
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JJere with my treasured Three I sit. 

Here in my little house of joy. 

Sharing one fire, and on one mat: 

My wife and my dog, Beauty Boy, 

And my black Venus of a cat. 

But while they sleep I sit and think: 

Will Death take my black Venus first; 

Shall I be first, or Beauty Boy, 

Or Dinah, whom I love the most - 
To leave this little house of joy? 

. *' . * 

I t did not take me long to see that Mrs. Larkins 
was a dishonest woman ; that, although I gave 
her the best price to pay in the market, she did not 
return with the best things. She also brought in 
large quantities of food, the sight of which almost 
destroyed what little appetite I had left; while I, 
as a weak invalid, could do no more than sip a 
little hot milk, like a bird at a fountain. How- 
ever, I was an easy-going fellow, and only once 
did I offer any complaint. On that occasion I was 
trying, without much success, to get some lather 
from a piece of soap that was as hard as a stone, 
and said at last - ‘Mrs. Larkins, why don’t you 
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buy soap that can be used, even though it cost a 
guinea an ounce!’ 

‘There’s nothing at all the matter with the 
soap,’ answered Mrs. Larkins in a calm voice, 
‘it’s the way you use it.’ 

When I heard this I began to wonder if there 
was a great art in using soap, which I, after fifty 
years of life, had failed to learn, although little 
children that were not much more than babies 
could master it at the first attempt. 

Under these circumstances it had a wonderful 
effect on my mind when my strong constitution 
at last got the mastery over my illness, and I was 
I able to do things for myself. My strength 

I increased day by day; and although the moon 

might look through my window at night and see 
me in bed, I would never again give that chance 
to the midday sun. 

So, one fine morning, when Mrs. Larkins came 
for her daily duties, she not only found me sitting 
at the table waiting for breakfast, instead of having 
it in bed, but also dressed and ready to go out. 
It was quite clear at once that she did not approve 
of this sudden change, which reminded her of 
the end of her service. And when I told her I was 
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going out for a walk, and felt strong enough, she 
sat down for support and, not knowing how to 
conceal her disappointment, began to abuse a 
{ certain teetotal doctor who had not treated her 
with much civility, all because she had had a 
small drop of gin and water. ‘I went to consult 
j him as a doctor about my poor gums,’ said Mrs. 
Larkins bitterly, 'and did not expect to meet a 
moral crank and a teetotal maniac.’ 

I had never seen the poor woman in this strange 
mood before, and was glad to get away for a time. 
It was probably this unpleasant change in Mrs. 
Larkins that made me walk the first hundred yards 
with more ease than I had expected, for, in think- 
ing of her, I thought less of my own doings. 

' This was my first walk since my illness, and 

I managed to reach Hyde Park, which was a 
| mile away. But when I got there I became very 
much alarmed, owing to being exhausted with 
my efforts. I was like a swimmer whose eagerness 
j has taken him too far, and made him forget that 
he has to swim the same distance back, and with 
less strength too. However, I had the satisfaction 
of getting back home without any other help than 
: my own. 
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But it was when I had returned home that the 
most serious trouble began. For I had to put up 
with so much annoyance that I was very glad when 
Mrs. Larkins’ duties were over for the day, and 
I was left alone in peace. For instance, when I lay 
on my bed helpless and without power to move, 
my fire often went out for the sake of a little pok- 
ing while Mrs. Larkins was in the room below. 
But now, when I was able to look after the fire 
myself, the wretched woman had the poker in her 
hand all the time. She poked and she poked, and 
so viciously that my next-door neighbour, who had 
always been very quiet, poked back for spite ; and 
the both of them battled with pokers, trying to 
get at each other, until the noise was terrible. 

‘Please don’t trouble about the fire, Mrs. 
Larkins,’ I said quietly, ‘for I am now able to 
do that myself.’ 

But these simple words only roused her to more 
fury, for she made another fierce attack and, of 
course, my neighbour at once accepted the new 
challenge, and returned to the battle with all her 
might. And when Mrs. Larkins was tired at last, 
and I was glad to get a little peace, she had not 
been two minutes in her room below before she 
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came rushing up the stairs, shrieking almost 
hysterically - ‘Did you call ; what can I do for 
you - do you want anything?’ 

It had been her rule, as soon as she had served 
my midday meal and had her own, to sit at her 
fire in the room below and take an afternoon 
nap. She was always in a good condition to do 
this, for she never forgot to charge me for a large, 
strong drink to be taken with her meal in the 
middle of the day. But now, instead of sleeping 
quietly in the afternoon, she kept on, every 
quarter of an hour, shrieking from the bottom 
of the stairs — Did you call?’ 

How I would have liked to have said - ‘Mrs. 
Larkins, when I did call you seldom heard me; 
and when I wanted anything I often had to ask 
for it more than once.’ 

Iii my weak condition this woman’s terrible 
voice sometimes caught me unawares, especially 
if I was resting myself and half asleep. Some- 
times I thought it was a cry of ‘House on fire’ ; at 
other times I thought the Great War was still 
going on, and that I was warned by a former 
housekeeper, when she had burst into my room 
with the startled cry of ‘The birds are here’ ; and, 
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looking out of my window, saw a number of the 
enemy’s aeroplanes, in broad daylight too. 

However, that I have survived to write these 
chapters proves that this state of things did not 
last very long. I do not like calling people by 
objectionable names, but I must admit that I once 
called Mrs. Larkins ‘Old Raspberry Face’ — not 
in her hearing, of course. For of all the women 
that ever broke bread or breathed the breath of 
life, Mrs. Larkins was one of the most unique and 
original. And to watch the working of that 
woman’s mind, as seen in her face, would be 
almost as wonderful as to see the fattest lady on 
earth lifting the smallest man in the world, when 
he tries to kiss her beneath the mistletoe. 

I will now come to the greatest and happiest 
change in my life: a much greater and happier 
change than waking one morning in a common 
lodging-house and finding myself the new and 
latest poet and the talk of London. This great 
change had come in my meeting with Helen 
Payne, whom I now call ‘Dinah.’ To the world we 
are William and Helen Davies, but to ourselves 
we are ‘Bunny’ and ‘Dinah.’ How we met and 
where does not matter; let it be sufficient to 
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say that we came together with as much ease 
as two drops of rain on a leaf when the wind 
shakes it. 

Young Dinah, whom I had met a few months 
before my illness, came to see me as often as she 
could; and we agreed to get married and live in 
a small country town, leaving London to the care 
of Mrs. Larkins. 

This is what I had been waiting for, and the 
next thing was to settle down as a married man, 
somewhere in the green country. I had seen 
enough of young Dinah to know that she would 
make a good wife, and it was only a question of 
whether she had the same confidence in me. She 
did not like drink and, although I was a drinking 
man, I was very pleased to see that. For I did not 
expect any woman to have the same control as 
a man in the matter of taking drugs. And if it 
came to having the care of children, when a tin 
mother would be of more value than a silver father 
- what would happen if she drank and neglected 
her Home? For there is nothing stronger in the 
whole world than a mother’s example The effect 
of drink on men is strangely different; it makes 
devils of some men and angels of others. But the 
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effect of drink on women is to make devils of 
them all. 

The thought of living with young Dinah in the 
green country, far from London, had been my 
one passion during my illness. All my thoughts 
were set on that great change. One day I was 
thinking of green leaves, and woods with their 
own heaven of bluebells ; and pools, where I might 
see the kingfisher dive and brighten his jewels 
with water. And what dreams I had of passing 
more trees than human beings and hearing more 
birds than human voices. Even the night before 
I had seen in my dreams a tree heavy with red 
cherries and flaming in a garden. As I looked 
every cherry turned into a small, red bird, with 
leaves for wings. And the next moment all those 
little red birds flew up like one, and away; higher 
and higher went their little crimson cloud, like 
Elisha’s of old, when he ascended into Heaven in 
a chariot of fire. 

It was not long after this before young Dinah 
and I were married and settled in a small town in 
Sussex, about thirty miles from London ; where we 
are now, leading a detached life in a semi-detached 
house. We have, of course, been subjected to the 
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usual gossip of a small town, but we have not 
troubled ourselves much about that. 

This little town’s a purer place 
Than any city, rich or poor: 

Six thousand slanderous tongues, that’s all - 
While London has seven millions more. 

The one thing that annoyed me, when we first 
came to live in this little town, was that several 
people sent in their bills the second time, after 
having been paid once. When this had happened 
for the fourth time, I said to my wife - ‘Is this a 
general custom all throughout Sussex, or is it 
only peculiar to this one little town?’ 

My wife, who is herself a Sussex girl, answered 
uncomfortably — ‘I don’t know what to think of 
it; but it is not the custom in other parts of Sussex 
- I am sure of that.’ 

However, I seldom stay more than five years 
in one place, and sometimes much less, after 
which I like a change of people and scenery. 
And when that time comes I always behave in 
a strange and a peculiar manner, and do a most 
unusual thing in paying all my bills and going 
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LATER DAYS 

away without owing a penny. Some people will 
think I am mad, I know, when they hear this; 
for even the most honest of people wait for their 
bills to follow them, on the chance that trades- 
men will not be able to find out their new address, 
or think that very small bills are not worth send- 
ing at all. 

But when I leave I shall be able to say two 
good things of Sussex: one is that the beauty 
of its countryside nursed me back to good health 
and revived my love of Nature; and the other is 
that Sussex has given me an excellent little wife. 

There is something very primitive about this 
little town, in spite of it being so near London. 
Sometimes at midnight, or in the early hours of 
the morning, people are suddenly roused from 
their sleep by a shrill whistle, followed soon after 
by two rockets — two terrific bangs, with a long 
interval between, which wakes everyone within 
a radius of two miles, and sets all the babies crying 
and the dogs barking. This means that there is 
a fire, generally a hayrick or a barn; but in two 
cases out of three it is a false alarm. All this 
heavy and tremendous attack on the silent air 
is meant to call out the fire brigade, which con- 
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sists, I believe, of three men. But why these 
three men cannot be called up for duty in a 
more gentle way, without disturbing the slumbers 
of more than six thousand people, not to mention 
hundreds of babies and dogs - why this cannot 
be done is not only a mystery to strangers, but 
is also a mystery to most of the natives. 

In spite of saying these things against this little 
town, I must admit that the police are very nice 
indeed; for if I venture down the main street, 
they always turn their heads, so as to give me a 
chance to get away. 

But although I may leave this part of the world 
at any time, after I have become too familiar with 
the beauty of my surroundings, I have not the 
least intention of returning to London, or any 
other large town or city. There appears to be no 
end to my liking for Nature; whether a tree is so 
leafy that it reduces the whole heavens to a few tl 

blue eyes, or whether the twigs are as thin and ’ ; H 

bare as the birds’ legs that use them — it is all § B 

the same to me. j 9 

We were soon busy planting here and there in I- fl 

the garden; so that the following summer should : 9 

have such a blaze of colour that I hoped to have , B 
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as my guests not only hundreds of bees and 
butterflies, but also the great dragonfly, with his 
crowned head, and his breast covered with shining 
honours. As for young Dinah, she had a green 
hand; for every brown seed she planted in the 
earth grew and came to leaf, and reached the 
age of blossom — for nothing seemed to die. 

At the present time, while I am writing this, 
we have just left Christmas behind, and are at 
the beginning of a New Year. On Christmas 
morning the mantelpiece was like a cattle-market, 
stocked with horses and cows of chocolate, with 
sheep and fat pigs made of white sugar. Long 
chains of coloured paper were hanging from the 
highest corners, which I once thought only a 
spider or fly could reach. Here and there I saw 
large gorgeous parasols and fans, with Chinese 
lanterns too; while from the ceiling hung large 
balloons, round, oval and sausage-shaped. Every- 
where I looked I saw either a quaint little man or 
woman, or a young cherub ; or boxes covered with 
silver tinsel, which contained — but that was 
young Dinah’s secret, and was only to be known 
by me at a certain time. It was the most gorgeous 
room I had ever seen, and yet it was all built 
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up with odd pennies; this cost twopence-half- 
penny, and that cost a penny more; and two or 
three things cost a little silver, but nothing cost 
gold. The effect was rich indeed; and I soon 
heard that young Dinah had been getting these 
things together in secret for some time past, so 
as to give me a Christmas Eve of surprise and 
wonder. 

During this Christmas season young Dinah and 
I have pulled sixty and eight bonbons, not to 
mention one huge fellow in particular, that was 
over two feet long ! The sudden report and bangs 
of these bonbons did not give quite so much 
pleasure to our dog, Beauty Boy, or our black 
Venus of a cat, as it did to ourselves. But if 
they suffered at all, it was more from annoyance 
than fear. 

Our greatest surprises came of course on Christ- 
mas morning. For we had both bought each 
other a number of presents, with so much gener- 
osity that we had to use pillow-slips, instead of 
the usual stockings, to hold them. These pillow- 
slips, full of presents, were to be taken into the 
bedroom and, as soon as the light was put out, 
were to be exchanged in the dark, and not opened 
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LATER DAYS 


until the next morning. All this was done accord- 
ing to plan, except that my wife woke at day- 
break and insisted on the pillow-slips being 
opened at once. Unfortunately, at this very 
moment our neighbour’s cockerel began to crow 
in such a flat, horrible voice that young Dinah 
said - ‘That poor bird has a severe cold.’ 

There was certainly something wrong with the 
bird, for Beauty Boy, who slept outside our bed- 
room door, barked furiously — a thing he had 
never done before at that early hour of the morn- 
ing. As it was impossible to sleep again, under 
these conditions, we opened our pillow-slips 
there and then and enjoyed the sight of our 
presents. 

Just as I finish writing this book my little 
den upstairs, where I do my writing, is invaded 
by a dog and a cat. These two have now been 
given their liberty, and the first thing they do 
with it is to seek their master, to let him know 
that it is tea-time downstairs. The dog, Beauty 
Boy, struts around, with his long tail beating the 
drum against the various objects in the room. 
But the black Venus of a cat sits, without any 
demonstration, on the head of my couch, staring 
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at me with her large eyes. When I played with 
her this morning her eyes were all yellow, except 
two pupils that were no more than two thin 
lines like the strokes of a pen. But when I look 
at her now, the pupils are large, round, black 
balls, and the yellow circles are as thin as an old 
woman’s ring. 

When I am ready for tea, Beauty Boy rushes off 
in advance, to let my wife, young Dinah, know 
that I am on the way. But the Black Venus sits 
motionless: She has only come up to see me on 
one condition, that I carry her down. 



A LIST OF BOOKS IN 



THE TRAVELLERS’ LIBRARY 


JONATHAN CAPE 


THIRTY BEDFORD SQUARE LONDON 


A NOTE ON THE ARRANGEMENT 
OF THIS CATALOGUE 
The main body of the list is arranged alphabetically under the 
names of authors. In addition, for the convenience of 
readers, there is an index at the end arranged 
according to their numbers in the series. 

The Traveller s’ Library contains books in all 
branches of literature, fiction and non-fiction, 
poetry and prose, copyright and non-copy- 
right. The series is designed for the pocket, 
or for the small house where shelf-space is 
limited. Special care has been taken with the 
production of each volume, type, paper and 
binding having all been chosen with this end 
in view, and at the same time made worthy 
of the books selected. 

ANDERSON, Sherwood 

HORSES AND MEN. Stories No. 54 

4 Horses and Men confirms our indebtedness to the publishers 
who are introducing his work here. A man of poetic vision, 
with an intimate knowledge of particular conditions of life, 
here looks out upon a world that seems singularly material only 
because he unflinchingly accepts its actualities.* Morning Post 

ANONYMOUS 

ENGLAND’S GREEN AND PLEASANT LAND No. 161 
A study of rural life. ‘His picture is vivid, vivacious, scintillat- 
ing, and behind it is the busy brain of the reformer, the warm 
heart of the true lover of his kind.’ Manchester Guardian 

THE PRIVATE PAPERS OF A BANKRUPT 
BOOKSELLER No. 214 

These posthumous papers on books, booksellers, bookmen, book- 
buyers, non-book-buyers, and a variety of themes pertaining 
thereto, make a volume of uncommon individuality. Shrewd and 
humorous, with amiability even in his disillusionment, the author 
paints between his lines the self-portrait of a man whom anyone 
with literary feelings would have been delighted to count as a 
friend. As Mr. Hugh Walpole said on the book’s first appear- 
ance, ‘it is full of humour, piety, cups of tea, shabby novels, sets 
of the Classics, burning fires and kettles on the hobs, and above 
all a devouring, blinding, and in the end, ruining love of books.’ 
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ARMSTRONG, Martin 

THE BAZAAR. Stories No. 77 

‘These stories have considerable range of subject, but in general 
they are stay-at-home tales depicting cloistered lives and deli- 
cate, finely fibred minds. . . . Mr. Armstrong writes beauti- 
fully.’ Nation and Athenaeum 


ATKINS, J. B. 

SIDE SHOWS. Essays. With an Introduction by 

JAMES BONE tf 0m 78 

Mr. J. B. Atkins was war correspondent in four wars, the 
London editor of a great English paper, then Paris correspon- 
dent of another and latterly the editor of the Spectator. His 
subjects in Side Shows are briefly London and the sea. 


AUSTEN, Jane 

NORTH ANGER ABBEY. With an Introduction by 

REBECCA WEST No. 182 

‘It is characteristic of Jane Austen’s art that she presents this 
story, which was the fruit of strong feeling and audacious 
thought, with such perfect serenity that one accepts it as a 
* beautifully established fact.* From the Introduction 


SENSE AND SENSIBILITY. With an Introduction 

by PETER QTJENNELL No. 187 

‘Jane Austen’s appreciation of the usual, so infinite in its 
variety, is an art that never can grov^ old. Read them ever so 
often they cloy not, neither do they pall.’ 


AZORIN 


AN HOUR OF SPAIN. Translated from the Spanish 
by ALICE RALEIGH, with an Introduction by Salvador 
DE MADARIAGA No. 1 88 

This unusual work, a mingling of history with poetry, is by 
the master hand of the Spanish writer who conceals himself 
tinder the pseudonym of Azorin. He takes us back to Spain in 
the latter half of the sixteenth century. He shows nothing, and 
yet everything — a king in his palace, a nobleman in his country 
seat, Avila of the Knights, a monk writing his treatise on prayer, 
sheep, a mountain, flowers, the BasOjUe Country, Castile, Cata- 
lonia, the simple and natural emotions. All is done with a sure 
and delicate hand. 




BATES, H. E. 

THE TWO SISTERS. A Novel * No. 160 

MR. EDWARD GARNETT in his foreword to The Two Sisters says : 
‘A novel of rare poetical order ... his achievement is that, 
while identified with his creations— Jenny, Jessie and Michael 
— the author has known how to detach himself from these 
figures of eternal youth and show them, with all their tumultu- 
ous, passionate emotions, in a beautiful mirror.* 

THIRTY TALES. With an Introduction by 

DAVID GARNETT No. 1 98 

Mr. Bates has already published four volumes of short stories, 
all of which were well received by the press. He has also 
written a number more which have been published in limited 
editions, periodicals and anthologies. The present volume is 
a selection of his best work in this field, chosen by the author 
himself. 

BELLOC, Hilaire 

SHORT TALKS WITH THE DEAD No. 79 

In these essays Mr. Belloc attains his usual high level of pungent 
and witty writing. The subjects vary widely and include an 
imaginary talk with the spirits of Charles I, the barber of 
Louis XIV, and Napoleon, Venice, fakes, eclipses, Byron, and 
the famous dissertation on the Nordic Man. 

BENNETT, Arnold 

THE OLD WIVES’ TALE. Two volumes. Nos. 166 and 167 
‘All attempts to^sum up his merits and measure his achievement 
must rest upon The Old Wives' Tale ' The Times 

BERCOVICI, Konrad 

BETWEEN EARTH AND SKY. Stories of Gypsies. 

With an Introduction by A. E. coppard No. 1 1 7 

Konrad Bercovici, through his own association with gypsies, 
together with a magical intuition of their lives, is able to give 
us some unforgettable pictures of those wanderers who, having 
no home anywhere, are at home everywhere. 

BIERCE, Ambrose 

CAN SUCH THINGS BE ? Stories No. 1 

‘Bierce never wastes a word, never coins a too startling phrase; 
he secures his final effect, a cold thrill of fear, by a simple, yet 
subtle, realism. No anthology of short stories would be com- 
plete without an example of his unique artistry.’ Morning Post 

4 


BIERCE, Ambrose 

THE MONK AND THE HANGMAN’S 
DAUGHTER. Written in collaboration with 
ADOLPHE DANZIGER DE CASTRO No. 34 

These stories are evidence of very unusual powers, and when 
once they have been read the reader will feel himself impelled 
to dig out more from the same pen.’ Westminster Gazette 


BIRON, Sir Chartres 

SIR, SAID DR. JOHNSON—’. An Anthology No. 184 

In *$ir” Said Dr. Johnson — * the traveller, whether he is realiz- 
ing ‘the grand object of travel’ in ‘seeing the shores of the Medi- 
terranean’ or ‘raising his children to eminence’ by ‘viewing the 
Wall of China,’ will find both sympathy and entertainment. 
Here in a handy form will be found an anthology of the great 
lexicographer’s invigorating reflections on men and matters. 


BLACKWOOD, Algernon 

ADVENTURES BEFORE THIRTY No. 201 

An extraordinary chapter of autobiography, which describes 
the author’s life between his twentieth and thirtieth years. 
When he went to Canada at the age of twenty he had never 
tasted alcohol or tobacco or been inside a theatre, and had only 
obtained books surreptitiously. He was, in fact, as ‘green’ as 
could be— and naturally he paid the consequences. After a 
brief stay in an office he invested his small capital in a dairy 
farm, which soon went out of business. Nothing daunted, 
Mr. Blackwood and his friend tried to run a public house, 
with disastrous consequences. They made a getaway to 
New York, and it was there that most of the adventures— and 
the most extraordinary— took place. The author’s experiences 
as a crime reporter, his relationships with the ‘confidence man’ 
Boyd, and the eccentric old mendicant Alfred H. Louis, his 
brief but exciting career as a gold prospector are not easily for- 
gotten. The book was originally published under the tide 
Episodes Before Thirty , and Mr. Blackwood has considerably 
revised the text for the present edition. 
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BOLITHO, William 

MURDER FOR PROFIT # No . 199 

The present day literary interest in celebrated criminals and 
criminology is most marked. It is right that it should be so, 
and the history of a country is as much that of its criminals 
as of its heroes. The study of crime; the enquiry into motives, 
procedure and evasions of detection are all matters of social and 
historical concern. William Bolitho writes of subjects and 
characters in modern times which have great interest for the 
general reader as well as for the reader who is interested in the 
study of crime and the criminal. 

BOURGOGNE, Sergeant 

MEMOIRS OF SERGEANT BOURGOGNE. With 
an Introduction by sir john fortescue No. 148 

It is vivid from the first page to the last and the subject, the 
Retreat from Moscow, is unexampled in its horrors. Bourgogne 
is French of the French— a typical soldier of the Guard, brave, 
quick-witted, resourceful, gay and humane. 


BOURNE, George 

A FARMER’S LIFE No . 32 

The life-story of a tenant-farmer of fifty years ago in which the 
author draws on his memory for a picture of the everyday 
life of his immediate forbears, the Smiths, farmers and handi- 
craft men, who lived and died on the border of Surrey and 
Hampshire. 

BRAMAH, Ernest 

THE WALLET OF KAI LUNG No. 18 

‘Something worth doing and done. . . . It was a thing intended, 
wrought out, completed and established. Therefore it was 
destined to endure, and, what is more important, it was a 
success.* HILAIRE BELLOC 

KAI LUNG’S GOLDEN HOURS No. 16 

‘It is worthy of its forerunner. There is the same plan, exacti- 
tude, working-out and achievement, and therefore complete 
satisfaction in the reading.* From the Preface by hilaire 
BELLOC 
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BRAMAH, Ernest 

KAI LUNG UNROLLS HIS MAT ■ No. 207 

1 His humour is not merely a matter of a trick of words. 
It is a point of view that is humorous ... at the back of this 
apparently stereotyped style is a mind of unusual alertness and 
shrewdness that plays over the weak spots of human nature 
with a delightfully easy irony. But no description can do 
justice to Kai Lung.’ The Evening Standard 

BRONTE, Emily 

WUTHERING HEIGHTS No. 30 

‘It is a very great book. You may read this grim story of lost 
and thwarted human creatures on a moor at any age and come 
under its sway.’ From the Introduction by rose Macaulay 

BROWNE, Lewis 

THE STORY OF THE JEWS No. 146 

Here is a history which is more absorbing than any work of 
fiction. The author traces the beginnings of the Jewish race 
from the wandering Semitic races of Arabia, through intermin- 
able strife, oppression, expatriation, up to modern times. 

BUTLER, Samuel 

EREWHON. A Satire No. n 

‘Occasionally, very occasionally, a bit of genuine satire secures 
for itself more than a passing nod of recognition. Erevokon is 

such a satire The best of its kind since Gulliver s Travels? 

AUGUSTINE BIRRELL 

EREWHON REVISITED. A Satire No. 12 

‘He waged a sleepless war with the mental torpor of the prosper- 
ous, complacent England around him 5 a Swift with the soul 
of music in him, and completely sane; a liberator of humanity 
operating with the wit and malice and coolness of Mephisto- 
pheles.’ Manchester Guardian 

THE NOTE BOOKS No. 75 

‘The freest, most original and most varied thinker of his genera- 
tion. . . . Neither Erewkon nor The Way of All Flesh , but the 
posthumous work entided Note Booh will stand, in our judg- 
ment, as the decisive contribution of Samuel Butler to the 
thought of his age.’ Nation 
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BUTLER, Samuel 

SELECTED ESSAYS. This volume contains the 
following essays: 

THE HUMOUR OF HOMER 
QUIS DESIDERIO . . . ? 

RAMBLINGS IN CHEAPSIDE 
THE AUNT, THE NIECES, 

AND THE DOG 


No. 5j 

HOW TO MAKE THE BEST OF LIFE 
THE SANCTUARY OF MONTRIGONE 
A MEDIEVAL GIRLS’ SCHOOL 
ART IN THE VALLEY OF SAAS 
THOUGHT AND LANGUAGE 


THE WAY OF ALL FLESH. A Novel No. xo 

‘It drives one almost to despair of English Literature when one 
sees so extraordinary a study of English life as Butler’s pos- 
thumous Way of All Flesh making so little impression. Really, 
the English do not deserve to have great men.’ george 

BERNARD SHAW 


CANOT, Theodore 

MEMOIRS OF A SLAVE TRADER. Set down by 
brantz mayer and now edited by A. w. Lawrence No. 126 
In 1854 a cosmopolitan adventurer, who knew Africa at the 
worst period of its history, dictated this sardonic account of 
piracy and mutiny, of batdes with warships or rival traders, 
and of the fantastic lives of European and half-caste slavers on 
the West Coast. 


CARDUS, Neville 

DAYS IN THE SUN: A Cricketer’s Book No. 121 

The author says ‘the intention of this book is modest— it should 
be taken as a rather freely compiled journal of happy experiences 
which have come my way on our cricket fields.’ 

THE SUMMER GAME: A Cricketer’s Journal No. 2 08 
All kinds of cricketers, and all branches of the game are 
described in this book by the author of Good Days and Days in 
the Sun — from happy-go-lucky games in school and village to 
those dour wars of attrition, Test Matches. There are character 
sketches of Roy Kilner, Ranji, Fry, Trumper, Hammond, 
Hobbs, Parkin, Macartney and Macdonald, together with 
general essays and descriptions of complete matches, including 
a famous encounter between those inveterate rivals Lancashire 
and Yorkshire. 


CARLETON, Captain George 

MILITARY MEMOIRS (1672-1713)* Edited by 

A. W. LAWRENCE No. 

A cheerful sidelight on the war of the Spanish Succession, with 
a remarkable literary history. Johnson praised the book, Scott 
edited it, and then the critics declared it to be fiction and sug- 
gested Defoe or Swift as the author; now it has come into its 
own again as one of the most vivid records of a soldier’s actual 
experiences. 

CASTRO, Adolphe Danziger de 

THE MONK AND THE HANGMAN’S 
DAUGHTER No. 34 

‘These stories are evidence of very unusual powers, and when 
once they have been read the reader will feel himself impelled 
to dig out more from the same pen.’ Westminster Gazette 

CATHER, Willa 

THE SONG OF THE LARK No. 183 

The Song of the Lark is the story of an American opera singer, 
her childhood in the Colorado desert, her early struggles in 
Chicago, her romantic adventures among the Cliff Dweller 
ruins in Arizona, her splendid triumphs on the operatic stage. 
There is a diverting picture of musical circles in Chicago. 
There are wonderful chapters of the Cliff Dweller ruins which 
first awake in the heroine the historic imagination so necessary 
to a great Wagnerian singer, and where she grows all at once 
into a powerful and wilful young creature, gets her courage, 
and begins to find herself. 

CLEMENTS, Rex 

A GIPSY OF THE HORN. Life in a deep-sea sailing 
ship No. 136 

A true and spirited account of a phase of sea-life now passing, 
if not passed, fascinating from the very vividness and sincerity 
of its telling. Mr. Clements loves the sea, and he makes his 
readers love it. 

COLLETT, Anthony 

THE CHANGING FACE OF ENGLAND No. 177 

‘His knowledge of the English countryside is extraordinary; 
he can not only name the trees and flowers, the birds and beasts 
of every district, but he can tell what every village is built of 
and why/ The Manchester Guardian 


CONWAY, Lord, of Ailington 

THE ALPS FROM END TO END No. 19 6 

This story of a season’s climbing in the Alps, when Lord 
Conway traversed the whole Alpine Chain from end to end, 
was first published in an illustrated volume in 1895. After 
passing through two or three editions in that form it was 
reissued at a popular price and thus obtained a wide f circula- 
tion. It has long been out of print; and the author has fre- 
quendy been urged to reissue it. .Now, under the protection of 
The Travellers' Library , it again makes a modest appeal to 
lovers of mountains — a large and kindly body, not all of them 
powerful gymnasts, for whom the beauty of Nature is a bond 
that unites them, whatever may be their nationality, their age, 
or their physical abilities. 

THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A MOUNTAIN 
CLIMBER No. 195 

The author of this book, who was better known to the Moun- 
taineering world as Sir Martin Conway, began the climbing of 
snow mountains in 1872 and devoted thirty seasons to that 
work. During that time he not only climbed most of the 
famous alpine peaks, but also devoted his energies to the explora- 
tion of the great ranges of the world. Thus in 1 892 he conducted 
the first serious exploration of the Himalayas and reached a 
higher altitude than had hitherto been reached by any man. 
He also explored for the first time the great snowy range of the 
Andes, and devoted two seasons to the first expedition ever sent 
out to explore the interior of Spitsbergen. At the other end of 
the world he attacked Mount Sarminto and Tierra del Fuego 
which he was the first to explore. On his retirement from active 
mountaineering he was elected President of the Alpine Club. 

COPPARD, A. E. 

ADAM AND EVE AND PINCH ME. Stories No. 13 

Mr. Coppard’s implicit theme is the closeness of the spiritual 
world to the material; the strange, communicative sympathy 
which strikes through two temperaments and suddenly makes 
them one. He deals with those sudden impulses under which 
secrecy is broken down for a moment, and personality revealed 
as under a flash of spiritual lightning. 

THE BLACK DOG. Stories No. 2 

*Mr. Coppard is a born story-teller. The book is filled with a 
variety of delightful stuff: no one who is interested in good 
writing in general, and good short stories in particular, should 
miss it/ Spectator 
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COPPARD, A. E. 

CLORINDA WALKS IN HEAVEN. Stories- No. 22 

Genius is a hard-ridden word, and has been put by critics at 
many puny ditches, but Mr. Coppard sets up a fence worthy 
of its mettle. He shows that in hands like his the English 
language is as alive as ever.’ Outlook 

FISHMONGER’S FIDDLE. Stories No. 130 

In definite colour and solid strength his work suggests that of 
the old Dutch Masters. Mr. Coppard is a born story-teller.’ 
Times Literary Supplement 

COUDENHOVE, Hans 

MY AFRICAN NEIGHBOURS. With an Introduction 

by RT. HON. LORD LUGARD No . 1 94 

During his long years of residence in Nyasaland, one of 
Africa s least explored regions, Mr. Coudenhove has studied 
with a keen eye and friendly spirit the ways of man, beast and 
bird. These are not the swifdy born conclusions of a traveller 
and explorer, but rather the settled opinions of one who has 
made the heart of the Dark Continent his home. Mr. Couden- 
hove has lived among its people so long that he knows, not only 
their manners and customs, but also their mental processes. 

COYLE, Kathleen 

LIV. A Novel. With an Introduction by Rebecca west No. 87 
Li<v is a short novel, but more subtly suggesting beauty and 
movement than many a longer book. . . . There is something 
cool and rare about this story; the reader finds himself turning 
back to re-read pages that must not be forgotten/ Times 
Literary Supplement 

CURLE, Richard 

INTO THE EAST. With a Preface by Joseph conrad No. 185 
Very modern in impressions, in appreciations, in curiosities, 
and in his very love of the mother earth, of whose children he 
has written subtly and tenderly in some three volumes of 
characteristic tales; a traveller of our day, condemned to make 
his discoveries on beaten tracks, he looks on, sensitive, medita- 
tive, with delicate perceptions and a gift for expression, alive 
to the saving grace of human and historical associations; and 
while pursuing amongst the men busy with ascertained facts the 
riddles presented by a world in transition, he seems to have 
captured for us the spirit of modern travel itself/ From the 
Introduction 
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DAVIES, Charles 

SELECTIONS FROM SWIFT. With an Introduction by 

CHARLES DAVIES No. 1 71 

Everybody knows Gulliver and The Tale of a Tub, but Swift’s 
minor pieces are less accessible in a handy format. In this book 
a collection of the more interesting will be found, exhibiting 
the Dean in familiar and satiric mood even when preaching. 

DAVIES, W. H. 

THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A SUPER-TRAMP 
With a Preface by G. Bernard shaw No. 3 

. The author tells us with inimitable quiet modesty of how he 
begged and stole his way across America and through England 
and Wales until his travelling days were cut short by losing his 
right foot while attempting to ‘jump* a train. 

LATER DAYS. A pendant to The Autobiography of a 
Super-Tramp No. 48 

‘The self-portrait is given with disarming, mysterious, and 
baffling directness, and the writing has the same disarmingness 
and simpleness.’ Observer 

A POET’S PILGRIMAGE No. 56 

A Poet's Pilgrimage recounts the author’s impressions of his 
native Wales on his return after many years’ absence. He tells 
of a walking tour during which he stayed in cheap rooms and 
ate in the small wayside inns. The result is a vivid picture of the 
Welsh pebple, the towns and countryside. 

DELED DA, Grazia 

THE MOTHER. A Novel. With an Introduction by 

D. H. LAWRENCE. (Awarded the Nobel Prize 1928) No. 105 
An unusual book, both in its story and its setting in a remote 
Sardinian hill village, half civilised and superstitious. The 
action of the story takes place so rapidly and the actual drama 
is so interwoven with the mental conflict, and all so forced by 
circumstances, that it is almost Greek in its simple and inevitable 
tragedy. 

DE MAUPASSANT 

STORIES. Translated by Elizabeth martindale No. 37 
‘His “story” engrosses the non-critical, it holds the critical too 
at the first reading. . . . That is the real test of art, and it is 
because of the inobtrusiveness of this workmanship, that for 
once the critic and the reader may join hands without awaiting 
the verdict of posterity.’ Prom the introduction by FORD madox 
ford 


12 


DIMNET, Ernest 

THE ART OF THINKING No% lyo 

‘Concentration, “never reading but always studying,” dismiss- 
ing trivialities and only reading masterpieces, orderliness, taking 
notes, avoiding laziness-it is with such aids to improving the 
mind that M. Dimnet chiefly deals -and the point of his witty 
book is that he makes such difficult operations seductive by the 
charm with which he surrounds both the operations themselves 
and the results to which they should lead.’ The Times Literary 
supplement J 

DOS PASSOS, John 

ORIENT EXPRESS. A book of travel No. 80 

This book will be read because, as well as being the temperature 
chart of an unfortunate sufferer from the travelling disease, 
it deals with places shaken by the heavy footsteps of History. 
Underneath? the book is an ode to railroad travel. 

DOUGLAS, George 

THE HOUSE WITH THE GREEN SHUTTERS 
A Novel. With an Introduction by j. b. Priestley No . 118 
This powerful and moving story of life in a small Scots burgh 
is one of the grimmest studies of realism in all modern fiction. 

he author flashes a cold and remorseless seachlight upon the 
back bitings, jealousies, and intrigues of the townsfolk. 

DUGUID, Julian 

GREEN HELL ^ 

Mr. Duguid’s account of his journey through 'the Bolivian 
Chaco is the work of a man who has that rare combination of 
girts— a capacity for adventure, and a sensitiveness and imagina- 
tion that are equal to. the occasion when he comes to write. Mr. 
Uuguid s prose admirably renders the brute, physical aspect of 
the scene so that it seems present in a II its overpowering 
gaudmess to the senses, as one reads.’ New Statesman 

DU MAURIER, George 

IBBETSON. Illustrated by the author No. 169 
This novel, written as an autobiography, reveals with a 
pathetic charm the figure of Peter Ibbetson from boyhood, 
borne of the scenes are English? but most of the story is in 
France? the early part of it in Passy and Paris. 
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F ARSON, Negley 

SAILING ACROSS EUROPE. With an Introduction 

by FRANK MORLEY No. Ill 

A voyage of six months in a ship, its one and only cabin 
measuring 8 feet by 6 feet, up the Rhine, down the Danube, pass- 
ing from one to the other by the half-forgotten Ludwig’s Canal. 

FAUSSET, Hugh F Anson 

TENNYSON. A critical study No. 124 

Mr. Fausset’s study of Tennyson’s qualities as poet, man and 
moralist is by implication a study of some of the predominant 
characteristics of the Victorian age. His book, however, is as 
pictorial as it is critical, being woven, to quote The Times , ‘like 
an arras of delicate colour and imagery.’ 

FLAUBERT, Gustave 

MADAME BOVARY. Translated by ELEANOR 
marx-aveling. With an Introduction by hamish 
miles No. 144 

\ . . . It remains perpetually the novel of all novels which the 
criticism of fiction cannot overlook; as soon as ever we speak 
of the principles of the art we must be prepared to engage 
with Flaubert. There is no such book as his Bovary; for 
it is a novel in which the subject stands firm and clear, without 
the least shade of ambiguity to break the line which bounds it.’ 
PERCY LUBBOCK in The Craft of Fiction 

FORMAN, Henry James 

GRECIAN ITALY. A book of Travel No. 29 

‘It *has been said that if you were shown Taormina in a vision 
you would not believe it. If the reader has been in Grecian 
Italy before he reads this book, the magic of its pages will 
revive old memories and induce a severe attack of nostalgia.’ 
From the Preface by H. festing JONES 

FRASER, Ronald 

THE FLYING DRAPER. A Novel No. 165 

‘After its own prodigal fashion the book rises as high above 'the 
general run of novels as Codders did above the other drapers of 
Primrose Hill.* Punch 

‘This is one of the very best first novels which we have seen since 
the War, and its author, if he can maintain the standard which 
he sets here, should go far.’ Daily Mail 


GARNETT, Edward 

FRIDAY NIGHTS. Critical Essays No. 119 

‘Mr. Garnett is “the critic as artist/’ sensitive alike to elemental 
nature and the subtlest human variations. His book sketches 
* ror us the possible outlines of a new humanism, a fresh valuation 
of both life and art.’ The Times 

GARNETT, Mrs. R. S. 

THE INFAMOUS JOHN FRIEND. A Novel No. 53 
This book, though in form an historical novel, claims to rank 
as a psychological study. It is an attempt to depict a character 
which, though destitute of the common virtues of everyday life, 
is gifted with qualities that compel love and admiration. 

GIBBS, J. Arthur 

A COTSWOLD VILLAGE NOm I3 g 

For pure observation of people, places and sports, occupations 
and wild life, the book is admirable. Everything is put down 
freshly from the notebook, and has not gone through any 
deadening process of being written up.’ Morning Post 

GISSING, George 

BY THE IONIAN SEA. With an Introduction by 

VIRGINIA WOOLF No. 1 86 

Here is the book in which Gissing, for once, turned away from 
the sombre and care-laden scenes that dominated his outlook as 
a novelist, and painted at first hand a picture of that classic 
South whose art and literature and living sense of beauty were 
the hidden mainspring of his being. Appreciation of Gissjng’s 
genius is steadily growing, and these finely polished sketches of 
travel reflect an essential part of his experience. 

GOBINEAU, Le Comte de 

THE CRIMSON HANDKERCHIEF AND OTHER 
STORIES. Translated from the French by henry 
LONGAN STUART No. 

The three stories included in this volume mark the flood tide 
of Comte de Gobineau s unique and long-neglected genius. 
Not even Nietzsche has surpassed him in a love of heroic charac- 
ters and unfettered wills —or in his contempt for bourgeois 
virtues and vices. 
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HAMILTON, Mary Agnes 

THOMAS CARLYLE _ No. 1 57 

Although not a formal biography, being more concerned with 
the mind of the man, as revealed in his writing, than with the 
external incidents of his life, it sets both Carlyle and Jane Welsh 
before the reader in an outline that is alive and challenging. 

HASTINGS, A. C. G. 

NIGERIAN DAYS. With an Introduction by r. b. 

CUNNINGHAME GRAHAM No. 151 

Written with great sincerity and with equal modesty, it is the 
record of eighteen long years spent on the confines of the 
Empire, a book devoid of bombast, and without the cheap 
expression of opinion of the average globe-trotter. 

HEARN, Lafcadio 

GLEANINGS IN BUDDHA-FIELDS • No. 42 

A book which is readable from the first page to the last, and is 
full of suggestive thought, the essays on Japanese religious 
belief calling for special praise for the earnest spirit in which the 
subject is approached. 

GLIMPSES OF UNFAMILIAR JAPAN. First Series No. 57 
Most books written about Japan have been superficial sketches 
of a passing traveller. Of the inner life of the Japanese we know 
practically nothing. Lafcadio Hearn reveals something of the 
people and their customs as they are. 

GLIMPSES OF UNFAMILIAR JAPAN. Second Series No. 58 
Sketches by an acute observer and a master of English prose, of 
a nation in transition— of the lingering remains of Old Japan, 

* to-day only a memory, of its gardens, its beliefs, customs, gods 
and devils, of its wonderful kindliness and charm— and of the 
New Japan, struggling against odds towards new ideals. 

KWAIDAN. Stories No. 44 

The marvellous tales which Mr. Hearn has told in this volume 
illustrate the wonder-loving tendency of the Japanese. The 
stories are of goblins, fairies and sprites, with here and there an 
adventure into the field of unveiled supernaturalism. 

KOKORO No. 172 

The heart, the inner meaning— that is the meaning of the 
Japanese word of the title. And it is the heart and inner meaning 
of Japan that Lafcadio Hearn recorded in the clear, musical 
prose of his essays. 
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HEMINGWAY, Ernest. Author of A Farewell to Arms 

MEN WITHOUT WOMEN. ‘Stories No. 159 

‘Mr. Hemingway has the art of making what he describes take 
place before our eyes, as if we saw it upon the stage. Brilliant, 
is not a brilliant enough word for it.’ Daily News 

HEYWARD, Du Bose 

PORGY. A Tale No. 85 

This fascinating book gives a vivid and intimate insight into the 
lives of a group of American negroes, from whom Porgy stands 
out, rich in humour and tragedy. 

HINDUS, Maurice 

BROKEN EARTH No. 174 

This is a very human book. It deals with one of the most 

exciting periods in the history of the Russian village— a period 
of universal heart-searching with peasants as ever giving free 
vent to their thoughts and troubles. Like Real Bread , the scene 
of Broken Earth is laid in the author’s native village. 

HO USMAN, Laurence 

ANGELS AND MINISTERS, AND OTHER 
PLAYS. Imaginary portraits of political characters 
done in dialogue— Queen Victoria, Disraeli, Gladstone, 

Parnell, Joseph Chamberlain and Woodrow Wilson No. 17 
‘It is all so good that one is tempted to congratulate Mr. Hous- 
man on a true masterpiece.’ Times 

HUDDLESTON, Sisley 

FRANCE AND THE FRENCH. A Study No. 86 

‘His book is a repository of facts marshalled with judgment ; as 
such it should assist in clearing away a whole maze of mis- 
conceptions and prejudices, and serve as a sort of pocket 
encyclopaedia of modern France.’ Times Literary Supplement 


HUDSON, W. H. 

* MEN, BOOKS AND BIRDS: Letters to a Friend. 

/ With Notes, some Letters, and an Introduction by 

MORLEY ROBERTS No. 1 12 

An important collection of letters from the naturalist to his 
friend, literary executor and fellow author, Morley Roberts; 
covering a period of twenty-five years. 
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JEFFERIES, Richard 

THE AMATEUR POACHER. With an Intro- 
duction by HENRY WILLIAMSON No. 2QZ 

‘More enjoyable than its predecessors. We have the most delicate 
painting of the minutest details of our rural landscapes, with 
realistic sketches in eloquent language of the changing scenery 
of English seasons. ... We advise all lovers of the country to get 
The Amateur Poacher and read it for themselves.’ Sunday Review 
WILD LIFE IN A SOUTHERN COUNTY. With • 
an Introduction by henry Williamson No. 203 

‘Marvellous pictures of country sights in England. A volume 
to be read and re-read, and each time we think with a keener 
interest/ The Graphic 

‘Unsurpassed in power of observation and sympathy with 
natural objects by anything that has appeared since the days 
of Gilbert White/ Daily News 
THE GAMEKEEPER AT HOME. With an Intro- 
duction by HENRY WILLIAMSON No. 205 

This volume completes a trilogy of books, which, as Mr. Wil- 
liamson writes in his introduction, ‘all who care for and know the 
English countryside come to possess and treasure at some time 
or other in their lives/ 

JEWETT, Sarah Orne 

THE COUNTRY OF THE POINTED FIRS. Stories No. 28 
‘The young student of American literature in the far distant 
future will take up this book and say “a masterpiece!” as 
proudly as if he had made it. It will be a message in a universal 
language - the one message that even the scythe of Time spares.’ 
From the Preface by willa cather . 

THE ONLY ROSE, AND OTHER STORIES. 

With an Introduction by rebecca west „ No. 215 
This selection of the admirable, but little-known, stories by 
Sarah Orne Jewett, whose picture of New England life in The 
Country of the Pointed Firs has proved to be one of the most 
enduring American books of its time, has been made by that 
* most discriminating critic, Mr. Edward Garnett. They show 
to the full the author’s fine sensibility to character and land- 
scape, and to the quiet and beautiful mode of life which she 
knew and understood so well. There are several of these thirteen 
stories which deserve to take their place with the very best of 
their kmd and time, and not one that will not give a particular 
pleasure to the reader who prefers sensitiveness to bluntness, 
quietness to emphasis, beauty to crudity. In a word, they hold 
m themselves the lasting and living quality of real literature. 1 
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JOHNSON, Samuel 

A JOURNEY TO THE WESTERN ISLANDS OF 

SCOTLAND. With a foreword by D. L. Murray No. i 62 
‘To Scotland however he ventured; and he returned from it in 
great good humour, with his prejudices much lessened, and 
with very grateful feelings of the hospitality with which he was 
treated; as is evident from that admirable work his Journey to 
the Western Islands of Scotland.' boswell 

JONES, Henry Festing 

DIVERSIONS IN SICILY. Travel impressions No. 120 

Shortly before his death, Mr. Festing Jones chose out Diver- 
sions in Sicily for reprinting from among his three books of 
* mainly Sicilian sketches and studies. These chapters, as well 
as any that he wrote, recapture the wisdom, charm and humour 
of their author. 

JOYCE, James 

DUBLINERS. A volume of Stories No. 14 

A collection of fifteen short stories by the author of Ulysses. 
They are all of them brave, relentless and sympathetic pictures 
of Dublin life; realistic, perhaps, but not crude; analytical, 
but not repugnant. 

A PORTRAIT OF THE ARTIST AS A YOUNG 
MAN. A Novel Vo. 155 

‘It is a book to buy and read. Its claim to be literature is as 
good as the claim of the last book of Gulliver's Travels. It is 
by far the most living and convincing picture that exists of an 
Irish Catholic upbringing. The technique is startling. ... A 
most memorable novel.’ H. G. wells 

KALLAS, Aino 

THE WHITE SHIP. Stories. With an Introduction 

by JOHN GALSWORTHY No. 24 

‘The writer has an extraordinary sense of atmosphere.’ Times 
Literary Supplement 

‘Stories told convincingly and well, with a keen perception for 
natural beauty.’ Nation 

KOMROFF, Manuel 

CONTEMPORARIES OF MARCO POLO No. 123 

This volume comprises the Travel Records in the Eastern parts 
of the world of William of Rubruck (1253-5), the Journey of 
John of Pian de Carpini (1245-7), the Journey of Friar Odoric 
(1318-30). They describe the marvels and wonders of Asia 
under the Khans. 
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KOMROFF, Manuel 

THE TRAVELS OF MARCO POLO No. 59 

When Marco Polo arrived at the court of the Great Khan 
Pekin had just been rebuilt. Kublai Khan was at the height of 
his glory. Polo rose rapidly in favour and became governor 
of an important district. In this way he gained first-hand 
knowledge of a great civilisation and described it with astound- 
ing accuracy and detail. 


LAWRENCE, A. W., edited by 

CAPTIVES OF TIPU. Survivors’ Narratives No. 125 

In addition to the well-known stories of Bristow and Scurry, a 
soldier and a seaman, who were forcibly Mohammedanised and 
retained in the service of Mysore till their escape after ten years, 
extracts are given from an officer’s diary of his close imprison- 
ment at Seringapatam. 

THE WRECK OF THE MEDUSA. The' Narratives 
of Dard, Correard and Savigny No. 163 

In 1816 a French warship ran aground upon an African reef, 
There was no immediate danger, yet mismanagement and 
aimless panic developed a series of savageries perhaps un- 
equalled in men of this civilisation. After the desertion of 
comrades and the wanton destruction of food and drink, follow 
suicide, murder and cannibalism, mutiny and calculated 
massacre, on a : half-submerged and broken raft. 


LAWSON, Henry 

WHILE THE BILLY BOILS. First Series No. 38 

These stories are written by the O. Henry of Australia. They 
tell of men and dogs, of cities and plains, of gullies and ridges, 
of sorrow and happiness, and of the fundamental goodness that 
is hidden in the most unpromising of human soil. 

WHILE THE BILLY BOILS. Second Series No. 39 

Mr. Lawson has the uncanny knack of making the people he 
writes about almost violently alive. Whether he tells of jacker- 
oos, bush children or drovers’ wives, each one lingers in the 
memory long after we have closed the book. 
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LINKLATER, Eric 

THE MEN OF NESS No. 209 

‘They were hardy folk, the Vikings, hardy feasters and hardy 
slayers, and their magnificent contempt for life calls out the 
poet in Mr. Linklater, notably in his description of the voyage 
of the longship Skua, which is a splendid and exciting prose- 
poem.’ Punch 

LITHGOW, William 

RARE ADVENTURES AND PAINEFULL 
PEREGRINATIONS (1582-1645). Edited and 
with Introduction by b. 1. Lawrence No. 109 

This is a book of a seventeenth-century Scotchman who walked 
over the Levant, North Africa and most of Europe, including 
Spain, where he was tortured by the Inquisition. An un- 
scrupulous man, full of curiosity, his comments are diverting 
and penetrating, his adventures remarkable. 

LUBBOCK, Percy 

THE CRAFT OF FICTION. Critical essays No. 5- 

‘No more substantial or more charming volume of criticism 
has been published in our time.’ Observer 
‘To say that this is the best book on the subject is probably true; 
but it is more to the point to say that it is the only one.’ Times 
Literary Supplement 

LYND, Robert 

BOOKS AND AUTHORS. Critical essays No. 135 

Among the modern writers we have appreciations of Mr. Max 
Beerbohm, Mr. Arnold Bennett and Mr. H. M. Tomlinson, 
while Herrick, Keats, Charles Lamb and Hawthorne are a few 
of the classical writers who are criticised in the book. 

MACHEN, Arthur 

DOG AND DUCK. Essays No. 15 

‘As a literary artist, Mr. Arthur Machen has few living equals, 
and that is very far indeed from being his only, or even his 
greatest, claim on the suffrages of English readers.’ Sunday 
Times 
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MASON, Arthur 

THE FLYING BO’S'UN. A Tale No. 47 

‘What makes the book remarkable is the imaginative power 
which has re-created these events so vividly that even the super- 
natural ones come with the shock and the conviction with which 
actual supernatural events might come/ From the Introduction 
by EDWIN MUIR 

MAUGHAM, W. Somerset 

ON A CHINESE SCREEN. Sketches No. -31 

A collection of sketches of life in China. Mr. Somerset 
Maugham writes with equal certainty and vigour whether his 
characters are Chinese or European, 


MAUROIS, Andre 

BYRON. A Biography. Translated from the French 
and edited by hamish miles No. 213 

‘M. Maurois’s talent is made of proportion, sanity and balance, 
and his style of a sure skill in the movement and order of ideas. 
What a picture he gives us of an age, not yet so remote but that 
our own grandparents or great-grandparents may have figured 
in it/ The Times Literary Supplement 


MENCKEN, H. L. 

IN DEFENCE OF WOMEN No. 50 

‘All I design by the book is to set down in more or less plain 
form certain ideas that practically every civilised man and 
woman hold in petto , but that have been concealed hitherto by 
the vast mass of sentimentalists, swathing the whole woman 
question/ From the Author's Introduction 

SELECTED PREJUDICES. First Series. A Book of 
Essays . No. 8 

‘He is exactly the kind of man we are needing, an iconoclast, a 
scoffer at ideals, a critic with whips and scorpions who does 
not hesitate to deal with literary, social and political humbug 
in the one slashing fashion/ English Reviezv 
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MENCKEN, H. L. 

SELECTED PREJUDICES. Second Series No. 60 

‘What a master of the straight left in appreciation! Everybody 
who wishes to see how common sense about books and authors 
can be made exhilarating should acquire this delightful book.’ 
Morning Post 

MEREZHKOVSKY, Dmitri 

DECEMBER THE FOURTEENTH. A Novel 
Translated from the Russian by Natalie duddington 
With an Introduction by mary agnes Hamilton No. 156 
‘It lives on its own account, and is as wildly exciting as the 
story of a conspiracy can be, but it has certain universal 
qualities. It becomes as you read, not simply an historically 
accurate picture of a particular revolt, but a picture of all 
resistance to all tyrants throughout the ages.’ david garnett 

MEYNELL, Alice 

WAYFARING. Essays No. 133 

‘Her essays have the merit of saying just enough of the subject, 
and they can be read repeatedly. The surprise coming from 
that combined grace of manner and sanity of thought is like 
one’s dream of what the recognition of a new truth would be.’ 
Some of the essays so described by George Meredith are here 
collected in book-form for the first time. 

MILES, Hamish 

SELECTIONS FROM BYRON. Poetry and Prose No. 154 
Byron’s poetry, the core of his legend and so often the mirror of 
his life, is too often left unread. This selection, which includes 
some examples of his prose, is designed to show not only how 
his verse reflects the drama of Byron’s own life, but also how 
brilliantly Byrofi diagnosed the evils of the post-war era in 
which his stirring life was spent. 

MITCHISON, Naomi 

BLACK SPARTA. Stories of Sparta and Athens No. 158 
‘Her touch is sure, her description admirable. The reader gets 
1 a whiff of crushed thyme and of dew on dust as the author tells 

of Pindar’s poetic adventure into Thessaly.* Times 
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MONTAGU, Lady Mary Wortley 

THE TRAVEL LETTERS OF LADY MARY 
WORTLEY MONTAGU. Edited by a. w. 

LAWRENCE No. 143 

In the words of Tobias Smollett: ‘These Letters will show, as 
long as the English language endures, the sprightliness of her 
wit, the solidity of her judgment, the elegance of her taste, and 
the excellence of her real character. They are so bewitchingly 
entertaining, that we defy the most phlegmatic man on earth 
to read one without going through with them.’ 

MORAND, Paul 

OPEN ALL NIGHT No. 175 

Six sketches in post-war feminine psychology. M. Morand’s 
young ladies, whether of Barcelona or Constantinople, Rome or 
Paris, Buda Pesth or Scandinavia, are all well worth meeting— 
in print. 

‘The most interesting book by a young French author we 
have seen for many months.* j. Middleton murry in the 
Nation 

‘I must regard this book as a great literary event and a great 
literary guide in the darkness of present-day Europe.* T. P. 
o’connor in Cassell* s Weekly 

CLOSED ALL NIGHT No. 1 76 

The masculine pendant to Open All Night , showing the post- 
war man in Dublin, in Berlin, in Paris and in London. An 
Irish poet turned politician, an ex-officer of the Prussian 
Guard, and a Syrian who mends the complexions and repairs 
the bodies of London ladies; these and others appear in M. 
Morand’s lively pages. 

‘It is a sign of the times that M. Morand should be so naturally 
included with the immortals, but no one who has revelled in his 
peculiar talent would deny him that privilege.’ Times 

MORLEY, Christopher 

SAFETY PINS. Essays. With an Introduction by 

H. M. TOMLINSON No. 98 

Mr. Morley is an author who is content to move among his 
fellows, to note, to reflect, and to write genially and urbanely; 
to love words for their sound as well as for their value in ex- 
pression of thought. 
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MURRAY, D. L. ! 

CANDLES AND CRINOLINES. Essays No. 149 I 

Mr. Murray’s sub-acid Tory satisfaction enlivens the historical |; 

essays, his sanity and penetration make memorable the books he 
discusses, while the unfailing charm of his style suffuses the 
reader of his miscellaneous pieces with mood and sentiment ; 

such as might be evolved from the glow of candles upon crino- 
lines. 

MURRAY, Max 

THE WORLD’S BACK DOORS. Adventures. With 
an Introduction by hector bolitho No. 61 I; | 

His journey round the world was begun with about enough 
money to buy one meal, and continued for 66,000 miles. There 
are periods as a longshoreman and as a sailor, and a Chinese j ! 

guard and a night watchman, and as a hobo. ; ! 

MURRY, J. Middleton 

THE EVOLUTION OF AN INTELLECTUAL No. 62 
These essays were written during and immediately after the 
Great War. The author says that they record the painful stages 
by which he passed from the so-called intellectual state to the 
state of being what he now considers to be a reasonable man. 

DISCOVERIES No. 15: i j 

These essays are an attempt to make plain some of the under- ; 

lying motives of great literature. Shakespeare holds the chief ! 

place in the book. In the essays on Tchekov and Russian Litera- i j 

ture ; on Herman Melville and American Poetry ; on Marcel | J 

Proust — the same fundamental pre-occupation, to discover 
la vraie vie , is shown at work. I ! j 

ASPECTS OF LITERATURE No. 204 

A volume of essays on literary subjects which shows Mr. j 

Murry at his best as critic and prose-writer. When the book 
first appeared, the Daily Nevos called it ‘a book of fine and dis- 
interested thought on literature, written with the glow of a man 
on an all-important errand.* ill 

For this edition Mr. Murry has revised the text and has added 
a long new introduction. || 

NICHOLS, Beverley i jj- 

TWENTY-FIVE. An Autobiography No. 147 

‘I have read every word of it. It has life and good nature. It is 
full of fun— written with an easy, vivid English.* somerset 
maugham in The Sunday Times ' JJ 
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O’DONNELL, Peadar 

ISLANDERS , V „. *g 9 

‘Mr. Peadar O’Donnell has, as Mr. Robert Lynd truly savs 
brought^ a family to life in his novel Islanders. . . . The 
curtain is lifted on the rough heroic struggle for existence of a 
community of Irish fishermen off the western coast, and we are 
privileged for a brief space to join them in their griefs and 
pleasures as one of themselves. ... It is excellent to find a 
book in which there is no more straining after effect than there 
is in the best of Wordsworth’s sonnets. There is no hint of 
mere cleverness from beginning to end.’ Daily Telegraph 

O’FLAHERTY, Liam 

TWO YEARS m. I90 

Although it is a true autobiography this book reads like 
fiction, carrying one at incredible speed from one country to 
another, through multitudes of (very) odd jobs, in and out of 
rothels, taverns and dens of. vice. The writer finds time between 
accounts of his extraordinary adventures to pass judgment on 
practically everything discussed on a golf course, in a -United 
Services Club or in a Bloomsbury Studio. 

OHTAj Takashij and SPERRY, Margaret 

THE GOLDEN WIND v 

jyo. 197 

‘As a story of adventure in the China of to-day, torn between 
allegiance to the past and the political aspirations of the hour, 
the book is exciting and informative. But it is a good deal 
more than that; the quest for meaning and beauty in ex istence 
disengages itself clearly enough from the pattern of the exile’s 
adventures. The Times 


O’NEILL, Eugene 

THE MOON OF THE CARIBBEES, 4 ND OTHER 
PLAYS OF THE SEA. With an Introduction by 

ST. JOHN ERVINE J ,, 

«■, ,-v» XT ... . . -No. 1 16 

tW a Nedl 1 l immea 5 Urabi > r the most interesting man of letters 
that America has produced since the death of Walt Whitman ’ 
From the Introduction . 


O’SHAUGHNESSY, Edith 

VIENNESE MEDLEY. A Novel No. 51 

‘It is told with infinite tenderness, with many touches of grave 
or poignant humour, in a very beautiful book, which no lover of 
fiction should allow to pass unread. A book which sets its 
writer definitely in the first rank of living English novelists.’ 
Sunday Times 

PATER, Walter 

MARIUS THE EPICUREAN No. 23 

Walter Pater was at the same time a scholar of wide sympathies 
and a master of the English language. He describes with rare 
delicacy of feeling and insight the religious and philosophic 
tendencies of the Roman Empire at the time of Antoninus Pius 
as they affected the mind and life of the story’s hero. 

POWELL, Sydney Walter 

THE ADVENTURES OF A WANDERER No. 64 

Throwing up a position in the Civil Service in Natal because he 
preferred movement and freedom to monotony and security, the 
author started his wanderings by enlisting in an Indian Ambu- 
lance Corps in the South African War. Afterwards he wandered 
all over the world. 

POWYS, John Cowper 

THE MEANING OF CULTURE No. 210 

‘Mr. Powys is to be congratulated on having written a book of 
the kind that most needs writing and most deserves to be 
read. . . . Here in a dozen chapters of eloquent and glowing 
prose, Mr. Powys describes for every reader that citadel which is 
himself, and explains to him how it may be strengthened and up- 
held and on what terms it is most worth upholding. . . . The 
virtue of his book is that it is freshly and clearly focussed to 
meet the present situation to encourage and establish developing 
experience in growing minds.’ Manchester Guardian 

POWYS, Llewelyn 

BLACK LAUGHTER No. 127 

Black Laughter is a kind of Robinson Crusoe of the continent of 
Africa. You actually share the sensations of a sensitive and 
artistic nature suddenly transplanted from a peaceful English 
village into the heart of Africa. • n 
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PROWSE, R. O. 

A GIFT OF THE DUSK. With an Introduction by 

J. MIDDLETON MURRY No. 178 

The scene is a retreat among Swiss mountains, a place of sun- 
light and a place of exile, the life of which is depicted as it is 
really lived beneath the blinds of the sunlit balconies. It is the 
story of two people who, in a companionship intimate as their 
loneliness, poignant as their need, discover the gift that the 
dusk of their lives has to give. 


RANSOME, Arthur 

RACUNDRA'S FIRST CRUISE No. 65 

‘His experiences and adventures in fair and dirty weather, the 
places he visited, the primitive life of the Asthonian islanders, 
some extraordinarily beautiful anecdotes, and the charm and 
humour of Mr. Ransome’s writing, form a book of which there 
is little more to be said than that it is delightful— a pleasure to 
read from beginning to end.’ The Spectator 


ROD AND LINE No. 206 

Rod and Line must be placed in the front rank of contemporary 
angling literature, both for its insight into the “sunset hues” 
through which most of us see our sport (in reminiscence), and 
for its literary excellence. It possesses, too, just that touch of 
whimsical humour with which most of us (again in reminis- 
cence) clothe tne nakedness of those distressing times which 
confirm us in our conviction that Job was no fisherman.’ Field 

READE, Win wood 

THE MARTYRDOM OF MAN No. 66 

Few sketches of universal history by one single author have 
been written. One book that has influenced me very strongly 
is The Martyrdom of Man. This “dates,” as people say nowa- 
days, and it has a fine gloom of its own; but it is still an extra- 
ordinarily inspiring presentation of human history as one 
consistent process.’ H, g. wells in An Outline of History 
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REYNOLDS, E. E. 

THE TRAVELLERS’ LIBRARY SHAKESPEARE 
Volume I, containing King Richard II, Julius Casar , 

Twelfth Night and Hamlet , Prince of Denmark , by 
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. Edited by E. E. REYNOLDS No. 21 6 

There are many editions of Shakespeare, but they mostly con- 
sist of the Complete Works in one heavy volume of small print, 
separate volumes of all the Comedies, all the Histories or all the 
Tragedies, or editions of individual plays. The Tra’velle rs > 
Library Shakespeare takes a middle course and presents the 
more popular plays, four in a volume. They are chosen with 
confidence that each volume will contain something to suit the 
different moods of the reader who likes to keep his Shakespeare 
always beside him, travelling or at home. 

The text is in keeping with the balanced findings of modern 
scholarship. That of Julius Casar and Twelfth Night is taken 
from the First Folio of 1623, that of Richard II from the First 
and Third Quartos, and that of Hamlet from the Quarto of 
1605, with such emendations as have since won general accept- 
ance. Annotations have been cut down to a minimum, and 
only a short glossary of unusual words has been included. 


REYNOLDS, Stephen * 

A POOR MAN’S HOUSE No. 93 

Vivid and intimate pictures of a Devonshire fisherman’s life. 
‘Compact, harmonious, without a single— I won’t say false— 
but uncertain note, true in aim, sentiment and expression, pre- 
cise and imaginative, never precious, but containing here and 
there an absolutely priceless phrase. . . .’ Joseph conrad 


RIESENBERG, Felix 

SHIPMATES. Seafaring portraits 


No. 107 


A collection of intimate character-portraits of men with whom 
the author has sailed on many voyages. The sequence of studies 
blends into a fascinating panorama of living characters. 
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ROBERTS, Captain George 

A SERIES OF UNCOMMON EVENTS No. 40 

The Manner of his being taken by Three Pyrate Ships which, 
after having plundered him, and detained him 10 Days, put 
him aboard his own Sloop, without Provisions, Water, -etc. 

• The Hardships he endur’d for above 20 Days, ’till he arriv’d at 
the Island of St. Nicholas, from whence he was blown off to Sea; 
and after Four Days of Difficulty and Distress, was Ship- 
wreck’d on the Unfrequented Island of St. John. 

ROBINSON, James Harvey 

THE MIND IN THE MAKING. An Essay No. 9 

‘For me, I think James Harvey Robinson is going to be almost 
as important as was Huxley in my adolescence, and William 
James in later years. It is a cardinal book. I question whether 
in the long run people may not come to it, as making a new 
initiative into the world’s thoughts and methods.’ From the 
Introduction by H. G. WELLS 

ROBINSON, William Albert 

DEEP WATER AND SHOAL No. 21 1 

‘There have been men before who have gone round the world, 
or as nearly as doesn’t matter, in small sailing boats. There was 
Alain Gerbault and there was Capt. Slocum. But no one has 
ever written a book about sailing round the world as good as 
Mr. Robinson’s. ... It is one of the most entrancing travel- 
books ever written. It is so good that at this moment, late at 
night in a London club, I feel like “cashing in” all my available 
resources, abandoning my home and family, and starting out 
to sail round the world in a thirty -foot boat, so seaworthy that 
it won’t matter if I go below to sleep for eight hours, lashing 
the helm and trusting to the Trades.’ J. C. squire in the 
Daily Telegraph m 

ROSEBERY, The Earl of 

NAPOLEON: THE LAST PHASE No. 96 

Of books and memoirs about Napoleon there is indeed no end, 
but of the veracious books such as this there are remarkably few. 
It aims to penetrate the deliberate darkness which surrounds the 
last act of the Napoleonic drama. 
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RUTHERFORD, Mark 

THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF MARK RUTHER- 
FORD. With an Introduction by H. w. massingham No. 6j 
Because of its honesty, delicacy and simplicity of portraiture, 
this book has always had a curious grip upon the affections of 
its readers. An English Amiel, inheriting to his comfort an 
English Old Crome landscape, he freed and strengthened his 
own spirit as he will his reader’s. 

THE DELIVERANCE No. 68 

Once read, Hale White [Mark Rutherford] is never forgotten. 
But he is not yet approached through the highways of English 
letters. To the lover of his work, nothing can be more attrac- 
tive than the pure and serene atmosphere of thought in which 
his art moves. 

THE REVOLUTION IN TANNER’S LANE No. 69 
‘Since Bunyan, English Puritanism has produced one imagina- 
tive genius of the highest order. To my mind, our fiction con- 
tains no more perfectly drawn pictures of English life in its 
recurring emotional contrast of excitement and repose more 
valuable to the historian, or more stimulating to the imaginative 
reader.’ H. W. massingham 

SHELVOCKE, Captain George 

A PRIVATEER’S VOYAGE ROUND THE 
WORLD. With aspersions upon him by william 
betagh. Edited by a. w. Lawrence No. 142 

A book of 1726, well known as the source of the albatross 
incident and other passages in the ‘Ancient Mariner’; it de- 
scribes the exploits of a private ship of war on the coasts of 
South America, its wreck on the Crusoe island of Juan 
Fernandez, and the subsequent adventures of its company in 
various parts of the Pacific, 

\ 

SITWELL, Constance 

FLOWERS AND ELEPHANTS. With an Intro- 
duction by E. M. FORSTER No. 11$ 

Mrs. Sitwell has known India well, and has filled her pages with 
many vivid little pictures, and with sounds and scents. But it 
is the thread on which her impressions are strung that is so 
fascinating, a thread so delicate and rare that the slightest 
clumsiness in definition would snap it. 
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SMITH, Pauline 

THE BEADLE. A Novel of South Africa No. 129 

‘A story of great beauty, and told with simplicity and tender- 
ness that makes it linger in the memory. It is a notable contribu- 
tion to the literature of the day.* Morning Post 

THE LITTLE KAROO. Stories of South Africa 
With an Introduction by ARNOLD bennett No. 104 

‘Nothing like this has been written about South African life 
since Olive Schreiner and her Story of an African Farm took the 
literary world by storm.’ The Daily Telegraph 


SULLIVAN, J. W. N. 

ASPECTS OF SCIENCE. First Series No. 70 

Although they deal with different aspects of various scientific 
ideas the papers which make up this volume do illustrate, more 
or less, one point of view. This book tries to show one or two 
of the many reasons why science may be interesting for people 
who are not specialists as well as for those who are. 

BUT FOR THE GRACE OF GOD No. 200 

‘Mr. Sullivan has written a most unusual and arresting book. 
In his clear and incisive style he narrates the adventures of his 
soul from the age of three years upwards— raising question 
after question of deep psychological interest, stating the 
problem, disposing of it in a few vigorous sentences, and 
always leaving you something to think about, whether you 
agree with him or not. There is more sound sense talked about 
sex in this book than in any I have handled for years — and 
more on one single page than in a dozen modern novels devoted 
exclusively to the subject.’ Week-End Review 

‘ / 

SYMONS, Arthur 

PLAYS, ACTING AND MUSIC No. iij 

This book deals mainly with music, and with the various arts 
of the stage. Mr. Arthur Symons shows how each art has its 
own laws, its own limits; these it is the business of the critic 
jealously to distinguish. Yet in the study of art as art it should 
be his endeavour to master the universal science of beauty. 
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SYMONS, Arthur 

WILLIAM BLAKE. A critical study No. 94 

When Blake spoke the first word of the nineteenth century there 
was none to hear it; and now that his message has penetrated 
the world, and is slowly remaking it, few are conscious of the 
man who first voiced it. This lack of knowledge is remedied 
in Mr. Symons’ work. 

TCHEKOFF, Anton 

TWO PLAYS: The Cherry Orchard and The Sea GulL 

Translated by george calderon No. 33 

TchekofF had that fine comedic spirit which relishes the in- 
congruity between the actual disorder of the world with the 
underlying order. He habitually mingled tragedy (which is 
life seen close at hand) with comedy (which is life seen at a dis- 
tance). His plays are tragedies with the texture of comedy. 

THOMAS, Edward « 

THE POCKET BOOK OF POEMS AND SONGS 
FOR THE OPEN AIR No. 97 

This anthology is meant to please those lovers of poetry and the 
country who like a book that can always lighten some of their 
burdens or give wings to their delight, whether in the open air 
by day, or under the roof at evening; in it is gathered much of 
the finest English poetry. 

VERGA, Giovanni 

MASTRO-DON GESUALDO. A Novel. Translated 

by D. H. LAWRENCE No. 71 

Verga, who died in 1922, is recognised as one of the greatest of 
Italian writers of fiction. ‘It is a fine full tale, a fine full picture 
of life, with a bold beauty of its own which Mr. Lawrence must 
have relished greatly as he translated it.’ Observer 

CAVALLERIA RUSTICANA No. 17 3 

Giovanni Verga, a Sicilian, died in 1922. His work is of the 
blood and salt of Sicily. Practically all serious Italian critics 
regard Verga as the greatest of Italian writers of fiction with 
the single exception of Manzoni. As far as style goes, Verga 
aims to be unliterary, to be close to the spoken language of his 
characters. The story is the original upon which Mascagni’s 
opera was written. 
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VOIGT, F. A. 

COMBED OUT No. 122 

This account of life in the army in 1917-18, both at home and in 
France, is written with a telling incisiveness. The author does 
not indulge in an unnecessary word, but packs in just the right 
details with an intensity of feeling that is infectious. 

WATERS, W. G. 

TRAVELLER’S JOY. An Anthology No.. 106 

This anthology has been selected for publication in the 
Travellers’ Library from among the many collections of verse 
because of its suitability for the traveller, particularly the 
summer and autumn traveller, who would like to carry with * 
him some store of literary provender. 

WEBB, Mary 

THE HOUSE IN DORMER FOREST. With an 

Introduction by the REV. H. R. L. SHEPPARD No. 212 

‘She took her inspiration from the sights and sounds of the 
Shropshire country-side, and it was because there was to her 
more in those sights and sounds than could be seen or heard 
that her books have actually deep spiritual qualities. 

‘I feel that The House in Dormer Forest was in a sense autobio- 
graphical, for Amber Darke so clearly speaks the mind of Mary 
Webb, with her intensely spiritual understanding of God. 
Her sole object in writing, it seems to me, was to formulate 
that understanding, to explain the abiding reality which lies 
behind the beauty of nature.’ From the Introduction by canon 

SHEPPARD 

WELLS, H. G. 

CHRISTINA ALBERTA’S FATHER. A Novel. No. 100 
‘At first reading the book is utterly beyond criticism; all the 
characters are delightfully genuine.’ Spectator 
‘Brimming over with Wellsian insight, humour and invention. 
No one but Mr. Wells could have written the whole book and 
given it such a verve and sparkle.’ Westminster Gazette 

WHARTON, Edith 

IN MOROCCO No. 41 

Morocco is a land of mists and mysteries, of trailing silver veils 
through which minarets, mighty towers, hot palm groves and At- 
las snows peer and disappear at the will of the Atlantic cloud-drifts. 
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WHARTON, Edith 

ITALIAN BACKGROUNDS No. 114 

Mrs. Wharton’s perception of beauty and her grace of writing 
are matters of general acceptance. Her book gives us pictures 
of mountains and rivers, monks, nuns and saints. 

WHITAKER, Malachi 

FROST IN APRIL No, 1S1 

‘This collection of short stories, impressions, incidents and 
mere notes about life has a number of things to recommend 
it— variety, sincerity, a feeling for beauty and a sort of eager- 
ness that is refreshing.’ Times Literary Supplement 

WILLIAMSON, HENRY 

THE VILLAGE BOOK No. 217 

‘Mr. Williamson is an extremely good writer. As it happens, I 
have read none of his earlier books, and I can recall few introduc- 
tions that have given me so much pleasure. I find in Mr. 
Williamson’s sense of village character, in his scrupulously 
noted observations of nature, and in the fastidious precision of 
his prose, a delight that is refreshed on every page.’ JOHN 
drinkwater in the Daily Telegraph 

WITHERS, Percy 

FRIENDS IN SOLITUDE. With an Introduction by 

LASCELLES ABERCROMBIE No . 131 

Percy Withers, who lived for many years in the Lake Country, 
selects certain of the dale folk to tell in their own fashion so much 
the manner of men they are, so much of their life-story, of its pros- 
perities, endurances, pathos, as may make the picture of his own 
experience more complete and give to it a more human significance. 

IN A CUMBERLAND DALE. With an Introduction 

by LASCELLES ABERCROMBIE No . 1 93 

\ . . The book is a diary of delights, the delights that a mind 
humane and sensitive, well-stored and unfatigued, can derive 
from liberty to trace at leisure the ‘‘bright and intricate device 
of days and seasons” in a treasure-house of beauty like the Lake 
District. ... A man must know the district extraordinarily 
well, and have rare openness and nicety of vision, who can read 
the book without learning many things which he had never 
seen there. The writing of it, always good, is often very good 
indeed.’ c. E. Montague in the Manchester Guardian 
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THE TRAVELLERS’ LIBRARY 


NUMERICAL INDEX TO TITLES 

1. can such things BE? Ambrose Bierce 

2. the black dog. A. E. Coppard 

3. THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A SUPER-TRAMP. W. H. Davies 
5. the craft of fiction. Percy Lubbock 

8. selected prejudices. First Series. H. L. Mencken 

9. THE MIND in the making. James Harvey Robinson 

10. the way of all flesh. Samuel Butler 

11. erewhon. Samuel Butler 

12. erewhon revisited. Samuel Butler 

13. ADAM AND EVE AND PINCH ME. A. E. Coppard 

14. dubliners. James Joyce 

15. dog and DUCK. Arthur Machen 

16. kai lung’s golden hours. Ernest Bramah 

17. angels and ministers, and other plays. Laurence Housman 

18. the wallet of kai lung. Ernest Bramah 

22. clorinda walks in heaven. A. E. Coppard 

23. MARIUS the epicurean. Walter Pater 

24. THE white ship. Aino Kallas 

28. THE COUNTRY of the pointed firs. Sarah Orne Jewett 

29. GRECIAN ITALY. Henry James Forman 

30. wuthering heights. Emily Bronte 

31. ON A Chinese screen. W. Somerset Maugham 

32. A farmer’s LIFE. George Bourne 

33. two plays: The Cherry Orchard Sc The Sea Gull. Anton TchekofF 
.34. the MONK AND the hangman’s daughter. Adolphe Danziger de 

Castro and Ambrose Bierce 

37. STORIES FROM DE MAUPASSANT 

38. WHILE THE BILLY boils. First Series. Henry Lawson 

39. WHILE the BILLY boils. Second Series. Henry Lawson 

40. a SERIES OF UNCOMMON events. Captain George Roberts 

41. in MOROCCO. Edith Wharton 

42. GLEANINGS in buddha-fields. Lafcadio Hearn 
44. kwaidan. Lafcadio Hearn 

47. THE FLYING bo’sun. * Arthur Mason 

48. later days. W. H. Davies 

50. IN DEFENCE of women. H. L. Mencken 

51. VIENNESE medley. Edith O’Shaughnessy * 

53. THE infamous JOHN friend. Mrs. R. S. Garnett 

54. HORSES AND men. Sherwood Anderson 

55. selected essays. Samuel Butler 


a poet’s PILGRIMAGE. W. H. Davies 

GLIMPSES OF UNFAMILIAR japan. First Series. Lafcadio Hearn 
GLIMPSES OF UNFAMILIAR japan. Second Series. Lafcadio Hearn 
TRAVELS OF MARCO polo. Manuel Komroff 
SELECTED prejudices. Second Series. H. L. Mencken 
the world’s back doors. Max Murray 
THE EVOLUTION OF AN intellectual. J. Middleton Murry 
THE adventures of a wanderer. Sydney Walter Powell 
‘racundraY FIRST cruise. Arthur Ransome 
the MARTYRDOM OF man. Winwood Reade 
THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF MARK RUTHERFORD 
THE DELIVERANCE. Mark Rutherford 
THE REVOLUTION IN tanner’s lane. Mark Rutherford 
ASPECTS OF SCIENCE. First Series. J. W. N. Sullivan 
, mastro-don gesualdo. Giovanni Verga 

THE NOTE-BOOKS OF SAMUEL BUTLER 

, the bazaar. Martin Armstrong 
, side shows. J. B. Atkins 
, short talks with the dead. Hilaire Belloc 
. orient express. John dos Passos 
. PORGY. du Bose Heyward 
, France and the french. Sisley Huddleston 
. LIV. Kathleen Coyle 
. a poor man’s house. Stephen Reynolds 
. WILLIAM BLAKE. Arthur Symons 
. NAPOLEON: the last phase. The Earl of Rosebery 
. THE POCKET BOOK OF POEMS AND SONGS FOR THE OPEN AIR 
Edward Thomas 

. SAFETY PINS. Christopher Morley 
. CHRISTINA ALBERTA’S FATHER. H. G. Wells 
. THE LITTLE karoo. Pauline Smith 
. THE mother. Grazia Deledda 
. traveller’s joy. W. G. Waters 
. shipmates. Felix Riesenberg % 

. RARE ADVENTURES AND PAINEFULL PEREGRINATIONS (1582-1645). 

William Lithgow 

. SAILING ACROSS Europe. Negley Farson 
. MEN, BOOKS AND BIRDS. W. H. Hudson 
. PLAYS, ACTING AND MUSIC. Arthur Symons 
. Italian backgrounds. Edith Wharton 

. flowers and elephants. Constance Sitwell 1 A, 

. THE MOON of the caribbees. Eugene O’Neill “ y 

. BETWEEN earth and SKY. Konrad Bercovici 
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n8. the house with the green shutters. George Douglas 

1 19. FRIDAY NIGHTS. Edward Garnett 

120. DIVERSIONS IN SICILY. Henry Festing Jones 

1 21. days in the sun. Neville Cardus 

122. COMBED OUT. F. A. Voigt 

123. contemporaries of marco polo. Manuel Komroff 

124. Tennyson. Hugh F Anson Fausset 

125. captives of TIPU: survivors’ narratives 

126. memoirs of a slave-trader. Theodore Canot 

127. black laughter. Llewelyn Powys 

129. the beadle. Pauline Smith 

130. fishmonger’s fiddle. A. E. Coppard 

13 1. friends in solitude. Percy Withers 

133. WAYFARING. Alice Meynell 

134. military memoirs (1672-1713). Captain George Carleton 

135. books and authors. Robert Lynd 

136. a gipsy of the horn. Rex Clements 

137. the crimson handkerchief. Comte de Gobineau 

138. a cotswold village. J. Arthur Gibbs 

142. a privateer’s voyage round the world. Capt. George 

Shelvocke 

143. LETTERS OF LADY MARY WORTLEY MONTAGU f 

144. MADAME BOVARY. Gustave Flaubert 

146. THE STORY OF THE JEWS. Lewis Browne 

147. twenty-five. Beverley Nichols 

148. MEMOIRS OF SERGEANT BOURGOGNE 

149. CANDLES and crinolines. D. L. Murray 

15 1. NIGERIAN DAYS. A. C. G. Hastings 

152. discoveries. J. Middleton Murry 

154. SELECTIONS from BYRON. Hamish Miles 

155. a PORTRAIT OF the artist. James Joyce 

156. DECEMBER THE FOURTEENTH. Dmitri Merezhkovsky 

157. THOMAS CARLYLE. Mary Agnes Hamilton 

158. black sparta. Naomi Mitchison 

159. MEN WITHOUT WOMEN. Ernest Hemingway 

160. THE TWO SISTERS. H. E. Bates 

161. England’s green and pleasant land. Anonymous . 

162. A JOURNEY TO THE WESTERN ISLANDS OF SCOTLAND. Samuel 

Johnson 

163. the wreck of the ‘medusa.’ A. W. Lawrence 
165. THE FLYING draper. Ronald Fraser 

166 & 167. THE OLD WIVES’ tale. Arnold Bennett 
169. PETER IBBETSON. George du Maurier 
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x 1.70. THE ART OF THINKING. Ernest Dimnet 
_ 1 71. selections from swift. Charles Davies 

172. KOKORO. Lafcadio Hearn 

173. cavalleria rusticana. Giovanni Verga 

174. BROKEN EARTH. Maurice Hindus 

175. OPEN all night. Paul Morand 

176. CLOSED all NIGHT. Paul Morand 

177. the CHANGING face of England. Anthony Collett 

178. a gift of the dusk. R. O. Prowse 

1 8 1. frost IN APRIL. Malachi Whitaker 

182. northanger abbey. Jane Austen 

183. the song of the lark. Willa Cather 

184. ‘sir/ said dr. JOHNSON. Sir Chartres Biron 

185. INTO THE EAST. Richard Curie 

186. BY THE IONIAN sea. George Gissing 

187. SENSE and sensibility. Jane Austen 

188. AN HOUR OF SPAIN. Azorm 

189. ISLANDERS. Peadar O’Donnell 

190. TWO YEARS. Liam O’Flaherty 

191. GREEN hell. Julian Duguid 

193. IN A CUMBERLAND dale. Percy Withers 

194. MY AFRICAN neighbours. Hans Coudenhove 

195. the autobiography of a mountain climber. Lord Conway of 

Allington 

196. THE alps from end to end. Lord Conway of Allington 

197. the GOLDEN WIND. Takashi Ohta and Margaret 1 Sperry 

198. thirty tales. H. E. Bates 

199. MURDER FOR profit. William Bolitho 

200. but for the grace of god. J. W. N. Sullivan 

201. adventures before thirty. Algernon Blackwood 

202. THE amateur poacher. Richard Jefferies 

203. WILD LIFE in a SOUTHERN county. Richard Jefferies 

204. aspects of LITERATURE. J. Middleton Murry 

205. THE GAMEKEEPER at home. Richard Jefferies 

206. ROD and line. Arthur Ransome 

207. kai LUNG UNROLLS his mat. Ernest Bramah 

208. the summer game: a cricketer’s journal. Neville Cardus 

209. THE men of ness. Eric Linklater 

210. THE meaning of culture. John Cowper Powys 

21 1. DEEP water and shoal. William Albert Robinson 

212. the house in dormer forest. Mary Webb 

213. BYRON. Andre Maurois 
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214. the private papers of A bankrupt bookseller. Anonymous 

215. the only ROSE, and other stories. Sarah Orne Jewett 

216. THE TRAVELLERS’ LIBRARY SHAKESPEARE. Edited by E. E. 

Reynolds 

217. THE village book. Henry Williamson 
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